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THE BOND. 



B 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Falkenstiern, a young baron of the Palatinate. 

RoTHBERG, his Jcinsman, 

Father Michael, his confessor. 

^hejbur Electors of the Rhine, 

Count Lalnsteik. 

Host. 

Meinhard, an evil spirit: disguised in thejirst act a^s a 
travelling student^ in the sitcceeding ones habited as a 
Gernum noble. » 

Helen, the affianced wife of Falkenstiern. 

Child and Attendant, 

Chorus of Spirits. 

Clwrus of Pea^oflfds, 

Musida^iSy civil officers of the Paiatinate, ^c. 

The action is supposed to pa^s towards the end of the 

Jburteenth century. 



THE BOND 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Inn at Barm, 

Enter Host, Falkenstiern, and Meikhard, as from 

a Journey, 

MEINHARD. 

A BLAZING faggot, and a sparkling flask ! 
Spare not despatch, good host, for the keen blast 
Hath chill'^d our very hearts. 

HOST. 

Truth, sirs^ the storm 
Hath spread the drifting snow too heavily 
To lure forth travellers to an onward venture. 
Small speed for sledge or steed in such a season 
Eight hours would scantly bear ye to Cologne ; 
But here, safe housed from perils of the night, 
Ye may defy the blast. 

falkenstiern. 

'Twere wiser, friend, ' 
To satisfy our wants, than tediously 
Discuss our evil hap. 

b2 
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HOST. , 

Your pardon, sir ; 
You shall be served anon. Within there — ho f 
Logs to the hearth, and goblets to the board ! 
WiU it not please ye, noble sirs, to name 
Your favourite vintage ? Haply strangers here 
Our native Rhenish — ^if my countrymen — 
The grape of France commands a preference — 
Bourdeaux — or Rhone — or if I might presum e - ■■ 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Prythee, leave prating, and provide me quickly 
The choicest that thy paltry stores enclose. 
Speed, babbler ! 

HOST. 

Nay, my masters, I am gone. 

[Eait Host. 

MEINHARD. 

You are impatient, sir : it is the wont 
Of these fat knaves, who drowse away their hours, 
Flaggon in hand, be^de their blazing ingle, 
To palm their dulness on their custmners, 
And gather tidings of the waking world 
From every hapless comer. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

'*Tis mi/ wont 
To check the insolence of prying fools. 

MEINHARD. 

Why this is very churlishness ! 'Twas thusy — 
Pardon, sir traveller, for /, too, own 
Habitual rules, and one is, perfect freedom 



/ 
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In honest speech — ^twas thus erewhile you sought 

By moody silence, or by brief reply, 

Which I might term uncouiteous, could I feel 

Ruffled by boyish petulance, to silence 

The social converse that I sought withal 

To cheer our dreary way. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

I am not apt 
In idle parley — I am ill at ease, 
And deem not that the same untoward chance 
Which bids me brave the night-storm howling o^er 
Yon roUing river, equally commands 
That I should ope the temple of my mind 
To every vulgar footstep. Art thou answer^ ? 

MEINHARD. 

With less than courtesy — but, be it so— 
We part not yet 

[Enter cUtendcmts with refreshments. 

And may this welcome cheer, 
A common bond of union ^mid mankind, 
Dissolve your stem reserve. Come, pledge me, sir : 
A calmer brow — a gentler heart attend you. 
To-morrow^s dawn, perchance, more cheerily 
May light us to Cologne. E^en now the blast, 
Which yell'd erewhile with frightful violence, 
Lashing the Rhine-waves like an angry ocean, 
Subsideth — as a fretful infantas cries. 
That sinks to sleep upon its mother^s breast. 
The storm is o*er : — but, come, the well fill'd board 
Courts our approach. 
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FALKSN8TIEBN. 

I need not food to-night ; 
Enjoy your feast alone. Another bowl, 
Another brimming bowl, to thaw the chill 
Of my cold bosom, and farewell till morning. 

[Drinlcs hcLstUy, and exit 

MEINHARD. 

Farewell ! Proud man, thine hour is almost come ! 

[Scene closes. 



SCENE II. 

The ramparts of Bon/n, overlooking the Rhine; the 
Seven Mountains seen by the light of a rising moon. 

Enter Falkenstiern (sohis). 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Calm, calm and silent ! the unsparing tempest 
Hath passM into the stillness of repose ! 
So would it pass — ^the tempest of my mind. 
Which slowly wears away my springs of life, 
Dare I but plunge, and sleep ! Ye rolling waves, 
Dark with the mystery of night, arise ! 
Arise ! and overwhelm my being ! Make 
The deed your own ! Quench my repining soul ! 
Resolve it to the elements ! 

Breath ! breath ! 
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Inheritance of ill — accursed gift — 
Why ding^st thou still unto thy struggling victim ? 
There ^s not a fountain of unlawful knowledge 
So dark witl^ fiendspells, nor so bitterly 
DruggM with repentance^ but my desperate soul 
Would quaff its perilous waters. Spirits once 
Walk'd visibly the paths of earth ; but now, 
Demons themselves gaze on the woes of men, 
Unaiding,aj^dunpitying! 

Enter Meinhard, cmd stands beside Mm. 

Get thee hence ! 
Why dost thou haunt my steps? Am I not free 
To breathe the soothing nightwind on these banks, 
But thou must thrust thy dark and unsought presence 
Between my weary heart and loneliness ? 
^Tis with yon countkss orbs, yon mountain tops 
O^er which they shine, my spirit seeks communion, 
Not with my fellow toilers of the dust. 
Hence ! 

meinhard. 
Falkenstiern ! 

lALKENSTIERN. 

Ha ! speak — thou know'st me not ? 
meinhard. 
Not she upon whose fond maternal breast 
Thy spirit dawnM in restless infancy. 
Could know thee better. 

falkenstiern. 

Till this dreary mom 
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I never look'd upon thee. 

MEINHARD. 

Falkenstiern ! 
While yet a stripling, and unquiet thoughts, "^ 

A thirst of hidden knowledge, and a pride 
Beyond thine earthly nature, bade thee seek 
The practice of forbidden arts, thy tongue 
Cast mockery on those things which other men 
Reverence in silent awe ! Thy mother, then. 
Whose spirit hoverM on the verge of life. 
Alone beheld in terror, and in grief. 
Thy bosom'*s secret doubts. With gentlest prayers. 
With sorrowing tenderness, she strove to check 
Thy vain aspirings ; and her dying words 
Were 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Peace, oh! peace, mysterious being i 
Yet wherefore fear that thou couldst rend my heart 
With the remembrance of her cherished voice : 
We were alone — and from that fearful hour 
None ever heard me breathe her sainted name. 

MEINHARD. 

When from her dying hand she took the ring 
Which sparkles now on thine, / stood beside thee. 
When to the mighty ruler of the earth 
Her faltering prayers rose up in humble love 
For thee, her erring and rebellious child, 
/ heard them perish on her icy lips, 
Seal'^d by the hand of death ! Yea, Falkenstiern ! 
When thou, too late repentant, oh ! too late 



SC.II. A DRAMATIC POEM. 9 

TouchM by the vain remorse of love, didst fall 
Bedde her shrouded form, and call on her 
For pardon — ^pressing on her marble hand 
Thy quivering lips, beating thy frantic breast, 
Which mocked the patient stillness of the dead— • 
/ heard thy self-reviling — I beheld 
Thy fruitless penitence ; and had my nature 
Allowed such weakness, might have pitied thee. 

FALKEKSTIERN. 

Now by my mother^s grave (the holiest oath 
My heart avows), I was alone — oiUme 
Beside the bier! and thou who thus canst show 
The secrets of my solitude^i art more 
Than mortal nature owns. Speak ! 

MEINHARD. 

Thou hast said it ! 
I am the spirit of thy destiny ! 
Through all thine errors, weakness, and despdir, 
Thy guilty pride, thy feeble penitence, 
I have been shrouded in thy bosom thoughts — 
Have mark'^d the vain repinings of thy spirit. 
Thy wrongs, thy thirst of vengeance, and the hate 
Which hath overwhelmed thy proud and wounded heart ; 
And now I wear this frame of mortal day 
To aid thee as thou seekest. Falkenstiem ! 
This is thy ruling hour of fate ! To-night 
Thou mayst redeem the curse that blights thy being : 
Thy pilfered heritage — thy destined bride — 
All shall be thine before this hour to-morrow. 
So thou wilt swear 
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FALKENSTIEBN. 

In vain — thou speak*st in vain : 
No aid can rescue now, no power redeem me 
From the oppressor's gripe. Didst thou but know, 
As thou affect^st, the story of my fortunes. 
Thou would'^st not mock me thus with idle schemes, 
Or proffered aid. 

MEINHABD. 

Once more I tell thee, boy, 
I have the power to give unto thy grasp 
All that a father^s dying malediction 
Wrung from thy baffled hopes. Incredulous? 
Then lend thy cold dull ear to the detail 
Of galling injuries, which thou deem^st secret 
Betwixt thee and revenge. 

[Meinhabd aeoits himself carelessly on a buMress of the 
works, while Falkenstiebn stcmds near him, and be^ 
trays inipatience and anger as the narra/tive proceeds. 

Few years have past 
Since ^mid yon flaunting train of noble youths. 
The rufflers of the court, none seemed to wear 
A brighter destiny than thine. A name 
Graced with the laurels of succeeding ages. 
Thyself its sole inheritor ; a form, 
A presence, worthy of its nobleness ; 
A sire — though haply stem, yet mainly doting 
Upon thy dawning manhood ; — and a mother 
Even thy savage heart delights to honour \ 
Such were thy gifts : and last, yet dearer far 
Than all, thy destined bride — their orphan ward — 
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Thy childhoocTs playmate — youth's companion — Helen, 
The loving and beloved ! Yet even then, 
While fortune's choicest blessings wooed thy touch, 
Thy wayward heart spum'd all ! By choice a rover. 
The gentle ties of home and kindred pall'd 
Upon thy wild and all insatiate nature. 
Rarely thy treasured presence yielded joy 
Unto thy father's halls : thy parents saw 
Age and decay approach them as they sate 
Neglected by their lonely hearth ; and rumor 
Brought tidings of thy life's dishonoured course, 
Which made it worse than lone ! 

Thy mother died ! 
I will not say that sorrow more than years 
Dug her untimely grave ; but thou wilt own, 
That knowledge of thy fall &om virtue strew'd 
Thorns on the pillow of the dying saint. 
Then, Falkenstiem, 'twas then — ^when death had stolen 
The solace of thy father's drooping heart. 
The brightest link of the domestic chain 
Which bound him still to earth — when thou, his child. 
Who should'st have soothed the peevishness of age. 
Deserted him and home for gayer scenes — 
Thy noble kinsman, Rothberg, pitying 
The desolation of the aged man. 
Replaced thee in the duties of a son. 
And by his generous self-devotion made 
The dreary season of decrepitude 
Smile in the sunshine of 
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FALKENSTiERN (Interrupting himjurioualy). 

His self-deyodon — 
His — ^the perfidious, silyer-tongued deo^ver! 
Who, like the wily Hebrew, profiting 
By the infirmity of age, supplanted 
The absent son, bereaving me of all — 
My father^s blessang, mine inheritance. 
And the fond love which should. have better stood 
Against the lies and paltry machinations 
Of such a villain ! He might have won the rest — 
The lands : — ^the dross he craved, / valued not 
For their own sordid price— mine heritage 
He might enjoy unenvied ; — ^but that she — 
She — from whose lips such vows of faith and love. 
She — ^from whose. eyes such tears of tenderness 
Awaited me at parting, should forget 
All ties of future hope, of past affection. 
And yield her hand unto the man I hate 
As I abhor the reptiles of the earth ; 
It maddens me — it breathes into my soul 
A thirst of vengeance rendering life a curse 
Loathsome to bear ! 

MEiNHARB (joiih a careless smile). 
Before the sacred altar 
To-morrow at the morning hour will Helen 
Be wedded with thy foe ! — ^To-morrow noon 
The bridal revellers will meet to triumph 
Within thy father'*s hall, whence thou, a stranger. 
Alone art banish'^d forth. To-morrow eve. 
The gentle bride— 
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FALKEK8TIERN. 

Fiend ! Sorcerer ! darest thou thus 
Sport with the fury of a desperate man ? 
I am a fool to curse thee — Speak again — 
Erewhile, I met with mockery thy professions 
Of power and will to aid me— Speak again- 
Whatever be the conditions of thy bond, 
Thou canst not rate thy services so highly 
As to provoke refusal — ^Speak again — 
Unfold thy purpose. 

MEINHARD. 

'Tis the midnight hour; 
And when the rays of morning waken man 
To his accustom'd tasks of toil and care. 
The bridal train will gather. Ere tlie dawn 
Rothberg and thou must meet. 

FALK£NSTI£RN. 

Then all is lost. 
The fleetest courser of the Arab plains 
Would scarcely bear me back to Falkenstiem 
In twice twelve hours — 

MEINHARD. 

The fleetest steed that owns 
Obedience to the check of mortal hand : 
Nay — .wherefore start? — thou art but scant of feuth. 
Look to the summit of the Drachenfels, 
What seest thou ? 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Ha ! a crescent moon, and lo ! 
Reflected on the river's surface, shines 
The Queen of night, full orbed and bright ! 
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MEINHARD 

{raisififf his ha/nd towards the Seven Motmtaifis), 

Descend! 
[ The Meteor appears to glide towards theniy 
and vanishes at their Jeet. 
Art thou content that I am gifted far 
Above thy baser nature ? 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Awful Being ! 
Proclaim thy will, that I may swear obedience. 
Yea — bind me as thou wilt — ^by every tie 
Human or sup^human, I am thine. 
Speak — ^by what oath must I attest 

MEINHARD. 

Not here ; 
The vow I shall require must not be breathed 
In the open air of night : — ^the mystic rite 
Which must cement our fellowship would rend 
Yon mighty crags asunder, and dissolve 
The ancient channel of the rolling Rhine! 
Give me thy hand, and fear not — ^Thou art mine. 
Hence, and with speed. 

[Scene closes. 
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SCENE III. 

A vast caverUy supported by basaltic columns^ amd im- 
perfectly seen through a veil^ which overhamgs the fore- 
ground, AJhmt symphony qf flutes is hea/rd behhid 
the scenes, Falkenstiern is seen lying senseless on the 
earth. He rises^ and receives a talisman from the 
hand ofMeinha/rd^ who chants thefoCkymng stanzas. 

Rise from thy trance, 

Our charm is spoken, 
Mortal ! advance — 

Receive the token 
By which thy hand 

O^er earth and sea 
Shall hold command 

And mastery. 

Ckiome of the mine — 

Sylph of the air — 
Wave-born undine — 

Hither repair ! 
By the dark word 

Mighty in sway, 
Bow to your lord, 

Hear ! and obey. 
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Demon of night, 

His wish fulfil ! 
Spirit of light, 

Bend to his will ! 
Imp of the flame, 

Answer his call-^ 
Through the dread name 

Ruling ye all ! 

Elf of the wood — 

Hag of the wind — 
Fay of the flood — 

Hither combined 
Wing your dark way ! 

Haste to my call, 
Through the dread name 

Ruling ye all ! 

Chorus of Spirits heard at a distame. 

FIRST CHORUS. 

Lo ! we come ! thy law obepng ; 
Stores of glittering dross displaying 
From the mine-embosomed mountain, 
From the golden sanded fountain. 

SECOND CHORUS. 

Lo ! we come ! thy will performing, 
While the ocean-billows storming 
Send the Tyrian Argosy 
To thy cofiers of the sea ! 



SC. III. A DRAMATIC POEM. 17 

THIRD CH0RU3. 

Lo 1 we come ! thy task fulfilling, 
While the dews of night distilling, 
Freshen o^er the eastern bowers 
To wreath our mystic cave with flowers ! 

FOURTH CHORUS. 

Lo ! we come ! with gifts of splendor 
Meet obedience here to render. 
Lo ! we come ! with gifts of beauty, 
Here to prov^ our fitting duty. 

ALL. 

At thy summons meekly bending. 
We are here ! What task impending 
Calls our due performance, say ? 
We but listen and obey. 

MEINHARD. 

Through the ambient air. 

Mocking time and place, 
We would now repair 

To our trysting-place : 
Through the starry void 

Of the realms of night. 
On plumed pinions buoyM, 

Aid our rapid flight ! 
Shell-breathed harmonies 

Cheer our dreary way, 
Till the lonely skies 

Shine with dawning day. 
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A rutihmg of wings is heard: the Spirits encompass 
Meinhard and FalkeK8Tijsjkk9 who disappear. 

Four Imps remain io ffiutrd the catoem, 

FIRST IMP. 

He is gone, the sinfiil bUvc^ 

To prepare alnrotlier^s grave: 

He is gone, in fiend-wixNftght mood, 

To bathe his hand in Icindred blood ! 

Beady implement of hdl, 

He shall serve our ludding well ! 

(^ECOIVD IMP. 

No ! upon his brow the agn 

Xet ddays his destined hour ; 
Adopted by the rite divine, 

He derides our master^s power. 

THIRD IMP. 

Though our service he may scoNi, 
He hath yielded the unborn 
To our kingdom : we have won 
To demon-slavery his son ; 
And through time and art, hk soul 
Yet may bend to our ^eirtrd. 

FO0&TH uf p. 
Try him with riches, try him with pGwet ; 
With woman^s witching in Pleasure's bower. 
Grant him skill of hand, and strength of limb. 

SSCONB Ilf P« 

Such lures avail not with one like him ! 
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'Tis a peevish fool, whose pride of mind 

Aspires to knowledge above his kind; 

He hath wandered in mazes of arts forbidden. 

And pry'd into lore from mortals hidden. 

Meteor or goblin avail not to daunt 

His wandering st^ from the wpod-woIT^ haunt : 

By midnight, by twilight, he watcheth the sky 

To interpret his jstar-written destiny. 

FlflST ii^p. 

From such vain quest 
L^t us urge his bi^east 
With omen and sign, 
Tjll his soul shall incline 
To our purport and seeking. 

THIRD IMP. 

See ! morning is breaking. 

Thejbur Imps join hcmds and mig. 

Mark ! the day-dawn shinu^, 
Lo! our binds entwining, 
Thus and thus combining. 

Hence Q*^ earth and air : 
^oilsome tasks pursuing. 
Discord still renewing. 
Deeds of blood and ruin 

Claim our patient care I 

O'er the earth-world slumbering. 
Bound in chains encumbering. 
By tyrants far outnumbering 

Yonder ocean's sands ; 

c2 
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Freedom^s enrigns waving. 
Burst its bonds enslaving ! 
Till Rebellion raving. 

Heads her death-doom'^d bands. 

Slander^s venom arming, 
Fride's presumption warming, 
Beauty^s blindness charming, 

Haunt the human heart : 
Treason^s plots inflaming. 
Priestcraft's powers defaming. 
Murder's weapons aiming. 

Our master'^s laws impart. 

Shame awaits our coming. 
Through the man-crowd roaming. 
Sin and sorrow dooming, 

Let us work our will : 
Tears of anguish falling. 
Wild Repentance galling. 
Crimes beyond recalling. 

Shall reward us still ! 

[Scene closes* 
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$CENE IV. 

The Interior of a Gothic Apartment in the Castle of 
FaOcenstiem. Helen and Father Michael are 
discovered. She holds a Dial on a Pedestal, 

HELEN. : 

Thrice have I struck the hour, and still the sound 
Advanced! not ; the same unvarying tale 
Upbraids my vmn impatience. 

FATHER MICHAEL. 

It is late— . 
Retire, my child ; and in the ^lent darkness 
Of thine own chamber, seek a brief repose 
From thine inquietudes. The night is dark, 
And stormy was the close of day ; the ways 
Are steep — a weary steed — a swollen river — 
A thousand accidents by flood or fell, 
May have delayed the messengers who seek 
Count Falkenstiem. 

HELEN. 

As one who, safe on shore, 
Watcheth the tempest-ridden ocean'^s rage. 
Calmly thou canst behold and speak of peril ; 
But / am like the bark-tost mariner. 
Proving, and shrinking from its terrors ! Father, 
I c£umot call to mind that hour of life 
In which I loved not Falkenstiem. From childhood 
Our troth-plight was the charter of my love ! 



82 THE BONDy act i. 

And now— and now-— when the dread hour approaches 

Which shall confirm our mutual faith for ever. 

What marvel is it that my bosom waits 

With equal trepidation his approach, 

Or his delay ? [Storm heard wUAout. 

With evil omens fraught 
This day hath passM ! To my foreboding ear 
Yon tempest'^s roar hath a pn^hetic voice 
Awful and sad — a dire presage of ill 
Hangs heavy on my heart ! These stratagems, 
These plois to win a noble mind £rom error, 
I like them not — ^no good can come of falsehood — 
None of deceit. Why cheat him with the semblance 
Of all this heavy load of injury. 
This measure of calamitous oppression ? 
Would I had never lent my aid ! 

FAtHEB MICHAEL. 

My child. 
When the warm pleadings of afiRection, when 
The mandates of parental will, had faiPd 



To win the wanderer from the fatal paths 

Of vice and prodigality, no means 

Avail'd to save or to reclaim, unless 

The iron lessons of adversity ! 

Count Falkenstiem hath tasted in its fulness 

The bitter cup of poverty— hath proved 

The vanity of worldly friendships ! Those 

Who plucked the golden fruit, and wooed the shade 

Of his too prosperous summer days, forsook 

The barren tree in winter''s nakedness 
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Bared to the stonns of fate ! He viU retura — 
He will return with eager love to seek 
The ties he held so li^tly, and the home 
Which wearied him of old. 

HELEN. 

Meanwhile, alas ! 
What heavy hours — what perils — what privation 
Hath he been doomM to bear t My Falkensdern t 
/ have slept soft — fed daintily ,«^while ffum — 
Thou, my beloved — ^my noble Falkensdem ! 
Hast struggled with the meanest wants of nature. 
Food — raim^it — shelter — may have been denied 
To him, the rightful lord of these proud halls. 
While yet he lingered near his former home, 
I was content to bear my part among ye, 
And wrong myself and him with a false show 
Of faavii^ left him, like the faithless crew, 
And g^ven the love, so long, so truly his. 
To one who had supplanted him in all ! 
But ance unknown, unmark'^d, beneath the i^ade 
Of night, he left these plains ; and whether urged 
By indignation, grief, or dirrful waiit, 
Sought refuge in some cold obscurity, 
To live«-perchance to die<*-in loneliness. 
How oft have I repented— oh ! how oft 
Have I bewailed the coldness of my heart 
Which lent itself to such deceit, and made 
His path of life a desert ! Falk^stiem ! 
Oh ! Falkenstiem ! who knows what dreadful act 
The desp^ation of thy mind hath urged ! 
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For me — [U&teninff] Oh! Father, through the night- 

storm^s roar 
I hear the clank of the descending bridge, 
A passing steed — now now — he csomes — oh ! forth, 
In pity forth^ and greet him at the portal. 

[Exit Father Michael. 

After a pause, enter Rothbebg : Helen goes eagerhf 

to meet him ; he looks upon her sorrowfiilbf. 
Thou bring^st me evil tidings ! Nay — ^but speak ! 
Thy mournful silence hath a voice more deadly 
Than the deep knell which shakes a new made grave. 
Speak, Rpthberg ! 

rothberg. 
Helen ! 

HELEN* 

Pr'ythee mock me not ; 
A messenger but now returned — too well 
I know the tale he bore ! My Falkenstiem 
Hath fallen a victim to thy paltry arts. 

ROTHBERG. 

In sooth no search hath yet availM to trace 
His path. 

HELEN. 

Are all the messengers retum'd ? 

BOTHBERG. 

One yet remains with unabated zeal, 
Tracking the wuiderer^s course. 

HELEN. 

Blest be his speed f 
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Oh ! what a precious guerdon shall await 
That man'^s return. My gratitude shall rate 
His services with true affection'^s price, 
Unbounded ever. Rothbei^ ! thinkest thou 
Ere moming'^s dawn he could be here ? 

ROTHfiERO. 

Dear Helen! 
Pr^ythee to rest, and leave the task of watching 
To one who needs not slumber. Sweet ! to bed. 
It is not fitting thou shouldst share my vigils. 
For I have many an instrument of moment 
To fflgn and seal this night, ere I resign 
My stewardship to the rightful hdr. Yet, Helen, 
Tarry awhile— one moment — 'tis the last 
That still belongs to Friendship ; for to-morrow 
May Love assert Ins claim ! I know not why, 
But some strange sense of s(»rrow ill defined 
Disquieteth my heart. I feel like one 
About to venture on a lonely journey 
Of length and peril ; therefore, fare thee well ! 
And ere we part, let me remind thee, Helen — 
That "'tis to-night 

HELEN* 

Speak not of this ! 

ROTHBERG. 

To-night 
The year expires of Falkenstiem'^s probation. 
Remember^st thou how, at this very hour, 
His dying father with his parting breath 
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ACT I 



Sued — ^nay, coflunandedy that for one short year 

I should assume the semblance of his heir. 

And occupy the place, the rights, the honours 

Of his (Escarded son ; e*eii to betrothment 

With thee, his destined wife ? I have fulfilled 

To the utmost verge the will of one whose acts 

Were ever uiged by nobleness and virtue. 

Well have wte j^y'd our part— &r there is none^ 

Not one throughout the casde, but believes 

To-morrow*s sim will shine upon our bridaL 

The chapel is prepared, the halls are hung 

With emblems of festivity and love ; 

And should our search reward us, and restore 

Our Falkenstiem to his inheritance, 

They still may serve to grace your unicm. Hden ! 

Before we part to-night, spesk kindly to me i 

For since thy fears arose tat Falkenstiem, 

Harsh doubts have seem*d to haunt thy mind — ^harsh 

words 
Have breathed suspicions of thy friend. Dear Helen, 
May God desert me in my dying hour 
If I were urged by any baser motive 
To my ungracious task ! 

HBLEN. 

Pardon, good Rothberg, 
Pardon my petulance : a mind overwrought 
By anxious fears too often scapes the bounds 
Of Reason^s mastery. Thoii art to me 
In all thy kind protecting love — a brother. 
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Nor less, nor more : and tie shaB thaidL ik^, Rotiiberg* 
He will be here to-night — I know it, feel it. 
With a sure prescienee. 

R0TRBER6. 

Fare thee well, then, Helen I 
Thy band at partings— thus — thus : now to rest. 
And angel guards watch o'^er thy sleep. 

[EaU H£LEN« 

BOTHBEBG {s6h$s). 

She^sgone! 
I hear her parting footsteps lightly touch 
The corridor — flie marble stair: — she^s gone! 
I feel a chill steal o^er my weary frame. 
Would I could call her back, and say farewell 
Once more — ^but once — she is so fair, so gentle. 
That fear and sorrow seem to fly her presence I 
The drowsy knaves, who have o'erwatch'd themselveB, 
Awaiting Falkensdem^s approach, are sunk 
In deepest sleep ; and I alone am waking . 
Throughout the castle. ^Tis an awfbl leefing 
To know oneself a solitary watcher 
In a mighty mannon, and I feel to-night 
Oppressed by such a consciousness ! 

Come, idler; 
On to thy task — ^thy weary, ook^oiing task — 
To ponder d*er the subtleties of law, 
And mark the thriee=-riven fetters man hath forged 
To circumvent the fraud of fellow^man. 
Seats himself hy ike table; takes out a ccbskety a string 
of jewels^ a picture, some scroUs, ^. 
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These gems fonn part of Helenas dower. To*inorrow - 

I will restore them. Ha ! her picture, too?-^ 

A pledge of past affection — let me gaze 

Upon this portrait — ^*tis her gentle self, 

Pure as e^en now she parted hence. Sweet Helen ! 

Heaven grant thou mayst not live to curse the hour 

In which I rendered up my charge, and gave 

Thy hand unto my kinsman. 

[Pauses. 
Weariness 

Creeps o^er my meditations, like a mist 

Stealing at evening over some lone waste. 

I will remove the lamp, and sleep awhile ; 

The warder hath command to sound reveille 

When he shall challenge Falkenstiem^s approach. 

Or the return of those who seek him. Ha ! 

Vainly I combat with 

[He sleeps. 

AJairU symphfimf is heard; the scene becomes gradually 

enlightened^ and a chad rises in the iqck groumdy 

from which FctUcen^tiern emerges^ wrapt in his doak. 

He gazes a/round the apartment fir some mimUes in 

. silence. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

This is the very chamber .where I last 
LooVd on my father^s face ! And is it thus-» 
Thus hooded in the mask of night — thus urged 
And aided by the counsels of a demon, 
I viat it again ? 'Twas heyeT— 'twas here 
I held mine infant sports; 'twas here my mother 



SC. IVi A DRAMATIC POEM. 29 

Subdued my soul with gentle admonitions, 

In happy childhood ; yea, Hwas here I thought 

To watch in turn a fair and joyous group 

Wearing my Helen'^s beauty on their 1)rows, 

And chasing lifers vain cares with their glad pastimes. 

And now I stand a stranger here — ^by stealth 

An inmate of these walls ! 

They cast me forth, 
They robbed me of each better gift of life. 
They bared me to the buffets of the world, 
Leaving me homeless, — pennyless. — By Heaven 
The very churl who kneels to swear allegiance 
To the new Lord of Falkenstiem, hath here 
A better claim than I ! — 

Who hath done this ? 
Why, Rothberg, noble Rothberg — the companion 
Of my young days of innocence, the friend 
Of my maturer years ! But now, the worm 
He trampled with malignant hate shall sting 
The traitor home. 

[Approachingf and gazing upon Rothberg. 
How peacefully he sleeps ! 
Wearing the same clear open brow, the same 
Benignant smile with which he stole upon 
My youthful confidence ! What holds the wretch 
So tenderly within his grasp ? Just God ! 
It is her picture ! — ^nay, the very same. 
My promised gift upon our marriage day ! ' 

This seals my doubtful purpose 

Rothberg! wake. 



30 THE BOND, ACTI. 

Villain ! awake» •t)ie avenging hour is come, 
And I am liere 1 — 

Rox<H9Pt& (yoaJA^g and rismg)» 
Oh I art thou come At last. 
Dear jFalkeostiem ! why, greet me «g a fncind, — 
Turn not away. We lookM for thee torm^t. 
Our preparations are achieved ; taJXKirrov 
Helen at length will gird the ^ bride-krantz on. 

Speak not of t]i8!t» 

R0THBSR6. 

Nay, I win have so : 
Long have I .hqped to consecrate to-moRow 
To love and joy. 

FALKEIKSTIERN. 

Peace! peace! 

Pidst thou not mark 
The chapel ai^le oVbu^ with flowexB ? To-morrow 
Before the altar 

VMlcun, nol thou diest 
To-night! 

[Skiibs him : hefiiOs. 

Ri01lHB£R(>. 

Now Ileavcai have mercgr on my squI ! 
For I am hurt to death. Oh ! Falkenstieisi ! 
Why hast thott ^jone this deedi? 

FALKJ&NOVilBRV* 

How ! — look on me^ 
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Look oti t^dff aad ask me, am I not 
An alien here, in my ancestral home, 
Whero thou art lord of all ? 

AOTHBERG. 

Is^t possible ? 
Have not my messengers, my letters, reached thee, 
That still thou deemV thyself an outcast, still 
Believ^st thy rights transferred ? Raise Vfp my head. 
The current of my life ebbs to my heart ; 
Yet would I fun, .before its oourse is checkM 
For ever, intercbai^ some ivords of peace 
And pardcn with my murderer. 

FALKENSTisRN (starting back). 

Oh! God! 
Must that accursed word in future brand 
The noble name ^f Falkensti^n ? Say on : 
If thou canst prove thou liast not ii\|ured me— 
But no! 

AOTHBERO^ 

My breath of life passeth away — 
Brief let me be : Oh I Falkenstiem^ thy sire. 
Thy friend, was guiltless of a thought that wrong'd thee. 
To wean thee from oompanbnship with those 
Who fed on thy profusion, to restrain 
Thine oft-repented folliasi still renewed 
With deeper tinct of shame, the will was framed 
Which feign'jd assignment of thy rights to me. 
Within yon casket lies the instrument 
Which makes them thine again, on expiration 
Of one short year-*<*within yon casket lies 
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The marriage contract which I hoped to-monow 
Would bind our gentle Helen thine for ever 1 
But now the hand which should bestow her on thee 
Will own no pulse of life : the heart, whose love 
Was thine and hers too fondly for its peace, 
WiU Ue— 

FALKENSTIERN. .l . i 

Oh ! Rothberg, Rothbei^, if thy tale 
Be truth, as thy condition, and the voice 
Of dire repentance waking in my bosom, 
Attest— what — ^what am I ? A murderer ! 
A double damn'd and blood-stain'd wretdi ! The sporty 
The prey of fiends, here and hereafter ! Rothberg, • 
Thine eyes turn dimly on me, yet with looks 
Of gentleness — as when we two together > 

Walk'^d through the sunshine hand in hand ! I pray thee 
Look not so kindly on me, for my heart 
Swells e^en to bursting 1 

The voice ^meinhard is heardjrom mthouL 

Falkenstiem ! the hour 
Of morning steals upon the earth. Beware 
Lest thou remain here for detection : so 
Shall earthly punishment fall on thy deeds 
Of blood and desperation. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Oh ! thou Fiend ! 
Wilt thou disturb his dying moments ? No I 
I will not quit the dying ! 

' {risifigproydly. 
Let them come! 
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I render to the scafFold or the wheel 
This mortal frame! — the ministers of justice 
Ne^er dealt a blow more righteous than the one 
Which lays it in the dust ! 

MEfNHARD (wUhotU). 

. And yet bethink thee, 
Ere it be yet too late, bethink thee well 
Of the dread forfinture thy bond ensures. 
Thy bond— thy bond ! 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Yea — I remember now : 
The first overwhelming consciousness of guilt 
Had wrought oblivion of the dreadful past ! 
Methought it was a dremn — a hideous dream ; 
But I remember now that I am sealed, 
With hell'^s own burning signet, from the mass 
Of common criminals. I have blasphemed 
The God of my salvation — have deserted 
The altar where my fathers knelt in faith, 
And to the powers of darkness signed away 
Mine own— mine offspring's heritage on high : 
Therefore— oh ! therefore must I rather bear 
The load of ignominious guilt which clogs 
My frame of flesh, than in eternity 

ROTHBERO (Jomtly). 
Falkenstiem ! the hand, of Death 
Already chills me with his icy grasp ! 
Yet ere I die, retract those fatal words : 
Let not my parting soul recoil in horror 
From one so fondly loved, so deeply cursed ! 

D 
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MEiNHARD (fiecomes visiNe), 
His words are sooth ! 

ROTHBEKG. 

Almighty Father ! mercy ! 

[Dies. 
(Falxenstierm Hands over the body in silent agom/.) 

MEINHARD. 

Why dost thou gaze upon that mass of clay 
With such a peevish air of grief? 

(falkenstiern, without hearing him,) 

This evil. 
Was it achieved by me ? O hideous dream, 
Release my 'wilder^d mind ! Alas ! my mother, 
Thine augury of evil is f ulfillM-^ 
I am the slave of my presumption. 

MEINHARD. 

Why 
Griev^st thou to know thy murderous hand hath sped 
His gentle soul to blessedness ? He died 
Even as he lived — ^in peaceful execution 
Of virtue's duties ; and was summon*d hence 
To meet his just reward amid the just. 
In that sweet land which thou canst never more 
Aspire to reach. But lo ! we trifle— come. 

[A sound ofapproachinffjbotsteps. 
The avengers are at hand. On — rescue ! rescue ! 

The doud ewodops them^ and they disappear as the 
domestics ofRothberg enter the apcniment, and wUh 
ewdaniations of horror, dose round his body. 

[Scene closes. 
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TTiree years are supposed to elapse between theprecedmg 

Act and 

ACT THE SECOND. SCENE I. 

An Apartment vn the Ca^Ue of FalkensUem, with an 
open Door leading to an inner Room, The Countess 
Helen enters^ leading in a Band tf Musicians. She 
points to the Door. 

HELEN. 

This is your station — and your task, to breathe 
Some low-voiced strain so soft and soothingly 
As to provoke the heaviness of sleep. 
Let not one tuneless note be heard to jar 
Upon the wakeful ear ; but like a stream 
Gliding with measured cadence, let the song 
Float on the buoyant air ! 

[She enters the inner room. 

GLEE (sottO voce.) 

Soft, as summer moonbeams sleeping, 
Soft, as evening twilight creeping. 
Soft, as zephyr^s faintest breath. 
Steals the song ; above — ^beneath — 
Around : and list ! again — again 
The echo of the djring strain ! 

d2 
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Sweet, as memory'^s dream of love ; 
Sweet, as wreaths by childhood wove; 
Sweet, as fall of spring-tide showers 
Over Eden's spicy bowers. 
List! around — again-^again 
The echo of the dying strain ! 

(Helen rC'enterSy throws them a purse, and closing 
the. door of the mner room, departs). 

HELEN. 

Your task is done ! 



[Exit, 



The Four Musicians comejbrward. 

FIRST MUSigiAN. 

^Tis a strange task of ours, nightly to soothe 
The watchful Count by low-breathed melodies. 
Himself still hidden from our sight. Is^t sorrow 
Or cdckness keeps his mind thus restless ? 

SECOND MUSICIAN. 

■Nay! 
It is enough for me yon gentle lady 
Pays us with golden thanks. My service here 
Hath yielded heavier weight unto my purse 
Than ever serenade 

FIRST MUSICIAN. 

Thus art thou still 
Bent on thy heap of worldly pelf; but, pi:'ythee, 
. Thou, to whose eye a florin wears such charms. 
Dost thou not marvel that a man endow'd 
With brimming cofiers and broad lands, as rich 
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As avarice can coast — and withal 
A wife so passing fair, a babe so gifted 
With early beauty, should have heed of music 
To make his downy pillow yield repose? 
Give me his lofty chamber, silken hangings, 
And floors so richly covered that the foot 
Falls on them like a snow-flake, I should need 
No rocking on my dainty couch. 

THIRD MUSICIAN. 

Ay, haply, 
If still condemned to earn by daily toil 
Thy daily bread ; for labour gives a charm 
To rest, unknown unto the rich and slothful. 

FOURTH MUSICIAN. 

But this Count Falkenstiern is none of those 

Who wear away their hours in indolence. 

I Ve trackM his footsteps through the early dew ; 

Vve seen hitn urge the chase with hound and horn, 

When all his train were worn with weariness. 

Daily I hear his courser^s flying steps 

With clattering speed pass by my lowly dwelling. 

By Holy Mary ! I would rather tenant 

That sordid home, with heart as cheerful, sleep 

As peaceful as my own, than this domain 

With such unquiet thoughts as Falkenstiertf s. 

FIRST MUSICIAN^ 

ft 

'Tis said his early course of life was tainted 
With deepest vice and folly ; and Repentance 
May be the imp that haunts his pillow. 
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THIAD MUSICIAN. 

No! 
The venial prodigalities of boyhood 
Rarely implant lasting remorse. Excess,' 
A weed o'errunning the rank soil of youth, 
Leaves not a seed so deadly. 

SECOND MUSICIAN. 

I have beard 
The Count is still a mourner for his kinsman, 
The noble Rothberg, who, scarce three years past, 
Fell by his own rash hand. They say that love- 
Love for the Countess Helen, urged the deed ; 
For she was then upon the eve of marriage 
With Falkensdern. 

FIRST IfUSIOIAN. 

Was^t here*^ within the castle? 

THIRD MUSICIAN. 

Ev^n so : — but he was absent on some course 
Of wild excess ; and wheii the fiital tidings 
Reached him of this unhappy Act, be raved 
With very madness in his grief. He could not 
At his return look on the deadf, nor witness 
The last sad rites. The chamber door where Rothberg 
Was found self-murder'd, weltering in his blood. 
With solid masonry is barred against 
• All human access. .And although bis marriage 
Was shortly solemnized with the fair cause 
Of this dread mischief, from that hour the Count 
Hath been absorbed in sorrow. 
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SECOND MUSICIAN* 

He hath sought 
A strange companion fur his consolation. 
By heaven above, 'twould drive me mad to wear 
A friend within my bosom such as Meinhard, 
Who dogs him like his shadow ! 

THIRD MUSICIAN. 

Ay — the Count 
Must have some knowledge of Ms excellence 
Beyond the penetration of my mind. 
There is a smile upon his countenance 
More withering than 

VIRST MUSICIAN. 

Thou hast a noble courage 
Even to whisper evil of that man ; 
For go where'er thou wilt, in some dark comer 
He lurketh 

FOURTH MUSICIAN* 

Like his prototype, the Evil One, 
Speak of him, and he cometh. 

Enter Meinharp. 
MEiNHARD (fiAth ojffkcted dtference). 

Courteous sirs! 
Your gentle presence is indeed most welcome. 
Seek ye with gentle airs to cheat the night 
Of its repose, and mar the rest of sucn 
As worn by labours of the day, would lose 
Their weariness in sleep ? 
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TSltKB»!MUaiCiJiNi' "• 



Waits Jon emrooMUter-s bidding ; and our task, 
Now ended at his pleasure, gives us freedom* 
To leave ihfe "tiotU l^leinhard to his thoiigfats, 
UnvexM and unmolested. [Exeunt Muskkmg, 

'•(MsitoHftUD iows wUh ironical courtesy):. 

MEIKHARD. 

GoneahBadyP 

Curs ! idiots ! slavies 1 "gq, hmi for hire-^poUute 
The ear of youth, afid^^ierrate tiiemmd. 
Of man. Ye filthy dregs of hmnan earth. 
Ye were but carrion prey to one who flies 
Even, at the highest g«mel Thus far the Count, 
EncompassM in my snares^ bends to my swoopl 
'Tis glorious sport to* sfee* this worm of pride 
The abject slave of itsown furious passions ! 
My ordinfary lures' ^ere^ worthleeshere : 
Wealth---pc|(w!er— indulgeade i» th^xie filthy vices 
Which form .the vulgar' crimkialyw^di' him • 
Had nothing weigh'd ; but in his breast there* dweh 
A nest of reptiles, whi«bh tencath My wing 
Were warmed to rankest Venotii / ' ' Prided, BlSevenge, 
Hatred, and baffled Hope, were'tibere'! • With these 
I form'd a viperous coil around ^lis^ii^oft, > • 
With which I hold him at iny biddiiigi Yea ! 
This fool of JB^a^cm— this time-mending sage — 
This philosophic lover of his kind. 
Is mine — at once my victim and my slave. 
His children, too Lo ! peace — mine enemy! 
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On whom my bolts of detestation fall 

Like sunshine on tlie.ice-bdund mountain top. 

[Becomes invisMe. 

Enter Fat^eb Michael and the Countess. 

FATHER MICHAEL. 

My daughter ! grieve not thus. The rooted sorrow 
Which so appals thy tender nature wears 
A promise to my hope of better feelings. 
From the dark soil of grief and penitence 
The flowers of grace spring glorious ! 

HELEN. 

Holy father ! 
^Tis not the natural grief of one who mourns 
O'er past transgressions, nor the tenderness 
Of those who sorrow for departed friends : 
Tears such as theirs are like the showers of spring. 
Freshening the earth with verdure. Oh ! but his— 
My Falkenstiem'^s — are like the wintVy storm 
That wears no ray of promise to dispel 
Its awful darkness ! 

He was gentle once-^ 
Courteous and kind — and still his looks are fraught 
With gentleness to liie, save when dark thoughts 
Distort his noble nature: — yet of this 
It fits me not to speak. 

FATHER MICHAEL. 

Hast thou implored 
His acquiescence in— — 
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HELBN. 

Before he sl^ ' 
This night— e^en while with words dt tenderest love 
He spake of earlier day&^^ays long ago. 
When we were first betroth'd — I urged my suit 
That to our boy the rite of baptism. 
The necessary sacrament of grace, 
Might yield the promised heirdiip of salvation. 
He heard me — smiled away my earnest pleading, 
Which I renew'^d, till, changing from his tone 
Of tenderness to such a horrid gaze 
As my mind pictures of the sentenced Cain, 
He graspM my hand, and in a dreadful whisper 
He said, '^ It was for M^^t was i% beauty 
Which fix^d this curse eternally on me, 
And on my guiltless child.** 

But when he saw 
The tears of grief and awe his fury drew, 
His own fell fast ; and on his knees before me— 
I cannot speak of it ! (She shudders.) Oh ! holy father ! 
Pray for him — pray that hislifewilder'^d mind 
Resume a calmer tone— pray for him, father, 
As I do. 

FATHEE MICHAEL. 

My unhappy child, be patient. 
Thy path of life is gloomy and perplexM : 
Its thorny way 

MEINHARD {wUhfmt). 

Intolerable proser ! 
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HEE.SN. 

Heardst tbou a soiaiidi < 

FAoruBm.JfiCHAEi:.. 

: . Tbe stoxmy winds of night 
Ruffling the rivc^r ivftyes. : 

HELEN. 

Alas ! my heart, 
Weary and worn with sorro w - 

MEINHARD* 

. Hexice! away! 
FATHER MICHAEI4 {wi^ dignity). 
Come with me to the aUar ! Th^e, oh t there 
Peace will overshadow thy pertuii)fid mind 
Like a descending do^ve, till beaveply thf/ughts 
Wean thee from every vain spjicitude. 

[He leads her mit^Q^ the scene closes. 



, SC£N£ II. 

Tfie Castle of Falkenstiern — Mominff. The Conmt 
and Countess are discovered seated on a Terrace 
overlooking the SMnel Helenas Attendant holds 
their Child in her firms. 

HELEN* 

In very truth, thou lov'st him not as I do ! 
Look on his deep blue eyes — 'tis a sweet boy ; 



«' » 
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And wears upon his dieek the veiy smile 

With which that same proud lord, that mighty scholar, 

Albert of Falkensdern, first won the heart 

Of his poor Helen. Take him to diy bosom-^— 

Take him awhile — nay, I wiU have it so. 

I love to see his little arms entwine 

Around his father^s neck. Ye are together 

The two most cherish'^d on this earth ! 

^ALKENSTIERN. 

Dear Helen ! 
I am unskilful — ^I lAdl haply injure 
His delicate frame 

[ReplcuAng the child in H^ Attendants arms. 
Bear the imp hence awhile — 
He wearies me. 

HELEN. 

'Tis ever thus ! Thou hold'st him 
A very alien 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Helen ! trust me, love, 
A wife's best wisdom is to spare all comment 
On that which seems distasteful to her husband. 
Inquii^ not curiously. 

HELEN. 

Too just reproof ! 
I will not urge the point again. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

My best. 
My gentlest girl ! seek out some irksome task, 
Enjoin some penance for my many sins 
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Agdnst thy fond^^itbinifinoii. Tbou art sluird 

To. &wfty the rod cf em^nre, who so meekly 

Thus ever bend'at thy wiU to mine. Oh ! Bpe&k'— 

What proof, what evideBce can I unfold 

Of the deep measure of my love, save vows 

Of firm fidelity, whose utterance yields 

Even in itself a charm I 

I have a boon 

Look not upon me so intently, Albert ; 
I dare not meet thy gaze; for my bdid prayer 
Savours of such presumption, as may move 
Thy wreath against me. 

FAXJCEMTIERifr. 

Never^— gentle one ! 
He were a wretch indeed who could unloose 
One angry breath against a flower too frail 
To bear the west wind in its rougher mood ! 
Sweetest ! what wouldst thou P 

HElriGM' 

I tiave vainly sought 
To win thy presence to the holy diapel 
At the appointed hour of prayer — — 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Is this 
Thy boon ? Wouldst thou behold me wear 
A countenance of sanctimonious dulness, 
A mortified and peevish air, like his, 
Thy favoured friend, thy bosom counseller. 
The ghostly father ! 



46 THE BOND, ACT ll. 

HXLXN. 

Speak not thus in mockery 
Of God^s appdinted servant, ^ti» not well ! 
He honours not the creed who wantxmly 

Casts shame upon But why shoidd 1 oppose 

My feeble mind to thine? Yet, if thou loV«t me, 
Kneel with me at the altar; let our piayers' 
Ascend together to the throne of God f 

FALKENSTIXRN. 

Helen ! the Fountain of all Wisdom reads 
The thoughts of Us poor cieatiures better far 
Than th^ can utter them ! If He is tffUe, 
He knows my wants ; if He is goody his power 
Will aid me without sedtiog. 

HELEN. 

Wherefore, then. 
Withhold the sacrifice He hath commanded i 
If not in supplication, lift thy voice 
In gratitude ! 

FALKENSTIERN. \ 

The incense of a heart 
Which tastes each good and perfect gift in joy, 
Breathing the air, plucking the fruits of earth. 
And gazing on its loveliness with feelings 
Of hourly thankfulness and worsMp, wears 
A fairer grace than any measured form 
Of priest-enjoined devotion. Trust me, love, 
A superstitious rite will nought avail 
In sight of Him, who in his awful balance 
Weighs human deeds. 
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My Alb^t ! these are doctrines 
Which have a specious sonnd ; but it is written 
In his appointed ordinance, that men 
Shall gather to adore him openly ; 
And that by water and the name of Him 
Who died upon the cross^ our anful nature 
Shall put oS its corruption in his sight. 
Oh ! Albert — Albert — harden not thy heart 
Against thy Maker^s will, lest in his wrath 
He render thee, like the Egyptian king. 
Incapable of grace. 'Tis Meinhard — Meinhard, 
Who puts these evil pleadings in thy mouth. 
Oh ! what a thrill of horror chills my heart 
When I behold that mau^s sarcastic sneer ! 
The voice of laughter hath a withering sound 
From him. 

FALKEN8TIERN. 

He is my friend. 

HJSLEj^. 

He is not — ^no ! 
In this, in. this alone, dare I deny 
Thy better judgment. 'Tis an enemy — 
A deadly enemy-^who leads thee on 
To the dark gates of that accurs*d domain. 
The inheritance of sin ! Shun him, my husband : 
Avoid the dark pollution that awaits 
His all-contaminating touch. 
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JBwfer MEiNffARt). 

MEiNHARD {sarcokticaTly) . 
^ ' ^ Allhalil ' 
The scholar and preceptress. Gracious lady ! 
Lay on thy chastisements, and spare not. Wherefore 
Should Falkenstiern disdain the appointed tasks 

Of his fair monitress 

HELEN {withotU heeding meinhabd). "'' 

My best and dearest. 
Let not yon scoffer throw the mask of scorn 
Upon my words. I leave thee, Falkenstiern ; 
And may^st thou with the gentleness of love 
Reflect upon my words. [Ea:it Helek. 

Manent Falkenstiern and Meinhard. 

MEiNHARD. 

A goodly lady- 
Apt in discourse, and froward in demeanour. 
Like all her prating siex. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Dare not to cast 
The venom of thy slanderous tongue on one 
Who walks the earth like some immortal shape 
Of blesapdness. Oh ! she is fairer— dearer 
Than all 

MEINHARD. 

Uxorious and romantic ! Come — 
Seek we some other theme. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

What hast thou left me 
On which to rest my baffled thoughts in peace ? 



sc. u. A i>raai:atic poem. 49 

The magic powers whi«h I had imaged forth 
As fountains of delight, are turned to springs 
Of bitterness ! My hoi^e — my peaceful home — 
Is tenanted with shapes which dog my steps 
At every Uirn ; shadows and awful soundjs 
Perplex its inmates. The lone forest^s paths> 
Where once my courser^s flying steps were ho^d 
Familiar as its echoes, now afford 
No solitude to me : fantastic shows 
Of beings strange, and dreadfu} to my oatur^, 
Appal my heart. 

MEINHARP. 

Yet iw^eriefore dost thou shun 
The joys of fi^stal pbeer-r^Ji^ swje^t. communion 
Of friendship and good-fipllp\^^hip? Whene'er 
The gallants of thecoiirt, thy former friends, 
Yield the gay sunshine of their, sprightly presence 
Unto these halls, whose hospitality 
Of old was graceful in the ey^s of men. 
With moody silence and distemperM looks 
Thou shar'st 

FALKENSTIERN. 

What part have I in them or theirs? 
My cares— my fears — ^mine aspirations-^-all, 
Are higher — deeper — more intense i A cloud 
Is o'er me a^4 around me. When the howl 
Sparkles amid my guests, I dare not pledge them : 
I dare not break the seal which binds my lips 
By the convivial ^up* There was a time 
When every foolery of wild excesipi 

E 
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Had power upon my mind ; but no pursuit 
Avails me now. The source of all is opeii't 
Wealth, useless wealtli, weighs on me — power ait will 
Attends my call— -beauty I can command^ 
With all her wanton, loathsome wiles. Each sport 
Has lost the chance whose doubtful fortune gave 
Its only charm. Without the alternation 
Of hope and fear, the world becomes a blank. 

MEINIIARD. 

Thou hast a child — a lovely boy. 

FALKENSTI£RN. 

Alas! 
Why dost thou thus record my misery ? 
He is not mine, but thine ! I dare not look 
Upon his beauty, nor with yearning love 
Hold him to my fond heart ! I dare not fix 
My hopes upon his being. 

MEINIIARD. 

Yet how freely 
Thou gav^st the boy to my demand ! 

FALKENSTIERN. 

I gave him 
Unknown — ^unborn : nor till the bitter hour 
When his first cry smote on mine ear — a knell 
Of mingled joy and anguish — did I know 
The force of love within a father's heart. 
No more of this I 

MEINHARB. 

Wert thou not wont to prize 
The laurel weed, for whose attainment man 
Dyes his pure hands in blood, or wears away 
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The sunshine of his youth in cheerless study; 
Renouncing Nature^s page of bright and fair. 
Where Wisdom hives her stores, and mocks the search 
Which vainly seeks her footsteps through the night 
Of ages 2 Science, with her thoughtful brow, 
Held thee awhile mazed in her labyrinth. 

FALKENSTIBBN. 

Yea; but the knot, whose mere unravelment 

Became a pastime, I have cleft in twain ; 

And like the child who scorns the tardy growth 

Of nature, and with mad, impatient hand 

Rifles the flower long ere maturity 

Gifts it with fitting fragrance, I have look'd 

Into the secrets of the bud of knowledge ! 

I know the emptiness of words — the show 

Of the dull pedant wadiiig through the dust 

Of schools, whose best of wisdom is mere folly. 

The hollow cant of vain philosophy 

Is but a riddle, whose obscure solution 

Is one of many toys on which we waste 

The hours which Nature meant for nobler things ; 

Else wherefore tricks she forth her loveliness 

To woo our worship ? 

MEINHARO. 

Ay, as the fair landscape 
Through which the Rhine flows at our feet I 

FALKENSTiERN {gosAfiff Oft the vdUetf beneaihy. 

'Tis beautiful ! 
A thousand times, from childhood e'en till now, 
Have I lookM down in pride and admiration 

E ^ 
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On this abounding stream ! Prosperity, 
Honour, and Power appear to guard its course. 
Over its swelling breast a thousand rafts, 
A thousand busy sails, unceasing spread. 
There's not a vale of summer-greenery 
Lending its tributary brook, but shields 
In its embosomed copse a spire-crowned village 
Sleeping in peace and shade : there 's not a rock 
Riseth in pride of place, but rears its crest 
With massive tower and lordly portal graced ; 
While from its rifted sides, or sloping base, 
Hang the rich clusters of the glowing vine. 
*Tis glorious all ! a Kving landscape, wrought 
With all that God or man have made eternal ! 

MElKHAUn. 

Haihalhalhaf 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Hush thy disdainful sneer ; 
It but recoils upon thy fiendish natture 
In the Creator's triumph spread around ! 

MEINHARD. 

Enthusiast ! gaze — yea, gaze thy fill ; behold 
With swelling heart these glories of thy race ! 
I tell thee, I — whose glance prospective mocks 
The obscuring mists of Time, that all these towers^ 
Which to thy circumscribed vision seem 
Fashioned as firmly as their rocky base ; 
I teU thee, these pride-honour'd halls, whereon 
The pennons of their several tyrants fiaunt 
In narrow self-security, shall fall; 
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Prone to the dust we tread. The wolf shall, prdwl 
Amid their fallen ramparts ; round their walls. 
Roofless and tenandess, the bat shall flit. 
Sole guardian of their mouldering solitude. 
Where now the loud acckim of festal cheer — 
Where now the sparkling wiiie-cup and the song 
Cheat the tired heart to self-oblivion — Time 
Shall see the vulture rear her scteaming young 
Safe from the haunt of man. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Where then shall house 
The race whose might upholds these battlements? 
And what protecting hand shall guard the vassals 
Whom now their power overshadows, as the bird 
Screeneth her feeble offspring ^neath her breast? 

MEINHARD. 

What f thou too^-thou, who boldest thy mindenlighten'd 

Beyond thy race and age — art thou so vain, 

So blind with pride and weakness, as to deenl 

Oppressive tyranny protection ? Thou — 

Dost thou not see that this same feudal power. 

This all-oVrwhelming despotism which binds 

Mankind in slavish vassalage, inflicts 

A direr evil than it e^er repelPd ? 

E'^en as the shadow of yon mountain-hold 

Casts barrenness around, and &om the cot 

Sleeping beneath its influence, intercepts 

The beam of day— a blessed heritage 

Common to suzerain or churl — the shade 

Of human power sheds darkness and despair 
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Upon the minds it rules I 

A future age 
Shall see the eniranchised villeins, now condemned 
To till their tyrant'^s land for scanty bread, 
Sitting beneath the shade of their own vines, ' 

By the free home their industry hath won. ' 

To distant climes their venturous barks shall beat ' 
Domestic produce ; and from distant lands 
Their patient toil shall gather golden store 
With greater honour than their chiefs can boast, 
Who wring it forth with the strong arm of power, 
By conquest, or oppression of the poor. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Thou hast a ^ft of eloquence to which 
My dazzled ear, but unconvicted mind. 
Yield no reply. From the first age of eaith 
Men have been doomed to seek and bear the yoike 
Of fellow-men-— raised by superior wisdom— 
By skill of band — ^by strength or bravery. 
To lordly eminence ; and as the soul 
Bent still on noblest objects must attain 
Ennobled powers and firmer texture, these 
Can boast attainments which the vulgar herd 
Rarely achieve. In that enlightened age 
Which thou foredoom^st, although baronial pride 
Abate beneath the chilling touch of Time ; 
Altliough the patriarchs oi the forest, felled. 
Give space for baser shrubs to bourgeon forth. 
Some still will tower above the rest. The earth 
Must still unfold beneath the eye of heaven 
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Mountain and vale on its unequal breast. 
And man must bend to his ennobled fellow 

MEIMHARD. 

Who, spite the emblazoned shield, tlie herald^s lie, 
The ermined pride of pomp, is basely prone 
To tlie same vulgar accidents — disease, 
Slumber, and death-*as his poor follower ! 
Lo ! to the grave they bear with solemn pomp 
Departed majesty t The graven 'scutcheon — 
The sable-waving plume — the pompous style 
Proclaim'd with empty pageant o'er the bier — 
The muffled music pealing through tlie aisle — 
The mantled mourners — all, in measured stale. 
Mock the pale sleeper^s nothingness ! Pass o^er 
One year — descend into the vault, and lift 
The gorgeous coffin-lid ; there shalt tliou see 
The same most loathsome triumph of decay — 
The mouldering flesh and creeping worm, diat fill 
The pauperis lonely grave ! Yea, Falkenstiem, 
Those lordly sires thou boast^st-r 

FALKENSTIEEN. 

Demon! traducer! 
Pollute not thou the aslies of my fathers I 
Their deeds are writ on History's scroll, amid 
The heroes of their country ! and though now 
Their name must perish like a witherM leaf 
Blighted by thy temptation, and my sin ; 
Yet, like a mighty time-wreck, it shall float 
Above the waters of oblivion ! Men, 
In those thy vaunted days of general freedom, 
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\V;ben blood shall hftve «ffiKied eaehiatident xdiortear^ ' 

And factious anarchy and civil war 

Have swept away the landmarks of the earth. 

Men still will turn, with retrospective pride, 

Unto the records of the gi%at and good; 

And the dim spirits of the mighty dead 

Shall sway them from ^e tosnb. ^ '• 

Look on the past; • 
Assyria — Greece— and Rome in later days — 
Each hath her page of warning. Freedom — lured 
From straw-roord huts to marble palaces^ 
Betrayed by luxury to vice^^-lbrgets 
To guard her ri^ts ; wfaUe foimgn oonquests made 
Some laurell'd victor a domestic tyrant. ' 

Then comes oppression, hy rebellion crushed ; 
Then faction^s grosser tyranny. These — these 
Are the same watchwords through suceecding ages I 
Happy the knd whose uneventful records 
Afford no lesson to mankkid i 

MEINHARD. 

Hx»wnow? 

How now ? Whence sprii^ 'these novel charms 

In the cold dulness of a world resign^ 

To its own dark abuses ? I have miark^d 

Of old, thy kindling eye, and fakering voice^ ; -. ^ 

Wake e^en to inspiration in the pleading • ' < • 

Of human rights. i i 

FALKENSTIERN. 

In visionary days^ 
When good and perfect were not words but things 
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Udto my biipyimt .hopes» I hate outlived 
My trust in human nature. 

Verily, 
Thou breathest here the stagnant air of home. 
Till every better energy of manhood 
Relaxeth to decay. The distaff now 
Becomes thy feeble humour more 



FALKENSTIERN. 



Not 80} 



By my dead father^s will, on penalty 

Of forfeiture, I must endure to dwell 

In mineancefitral home, save when my country 

Needs the poor aid of such an arm as mine. 

MEINHA&I). 

Then rouse tbee from thy slumbVous lethargy-— 
Waken the dormant vigour of thy mind : 
War is declared — war ! 

FALKENSTIE&N. 

Like a bird of prey, 
Thou snift'^st the carnage. 

MEi^NHARD. 

Ay — "^tjs my vocation ! 
It once was thine.. The swoid that hangs inglorious 
In rust of peace upon thy ^tastle wall. 
Once seemM thy fitting toy of sport. Time was, 
That at the trumpets summons thou would'st start 
Like a fierce charger to the fields 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Then — then 
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These hands had not been stained with midnight murder ! 
Pride — fear of shame-^hope of dkdnction — all 
That steels the mind to heroism, is now 
A dream to me : I have a stake h^ond 
Such empty visions. 

MEINHARD. 

Thou wilt then disdain 
The charge of leader of the Rhenish forces 
Agunst the proud invaders of thy country, 
Which the Electors have conferr'd on thee ? 

FALKENSTIERN. 

No ! I will forth, and meet them like a man ! 
While yet I wear tins breathing form, no stain 
That blood can wash away shall soil the name 
Of Falkenstiem ! When will these tidings reach 

The castle ? 

MEINHARD. 

Even now the courier's steed 
Echoes with heavy tramp from yonder drawbridge. 
Come, let us meet him : we must hence tx>*night 
On Arnheim^s pliuns the chiefs assemble : there 
New scenes, new hopes, will rouse thee, as of old. 
A brief farewell unto thy gentle dame, 
Then to the field of honour ! 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Art thou bound 
On the same quest ? 

MEINHARD. 

I shall attend thy steps. 
But come — they seek thee. [Scene closes. 
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SCENE HI. 

The Apartment of the Counieu in the Ccutk of 

FaOcenatiem. 

The Count and Countess. 

HELEN. 

And must thou Iience to-night ? 

FALKBNSTIERN. 

E^en so, my Helen. 

HELEN. 

Ah ! no— thou 'it surely tarry till Umhoitow— - 
At my entreaty, till to-morrow night — ' 
To-morrow noon — nay, at the dawn of morning 
Thou canst be gone, so thou wilt stay to-night. 
I have a tliousand parting words to speak ; 
A tliousand quarrds^^y^t that^s not the word — 
A thousand plajrful differences, in which 
To sue for pardon. Thou- wiU stay to-night: — 
Say so— and bless me with the sound ! 

FALKEN6TIEKN« 

Dear Helen, 
Thou would'^st not have thy Falkenstiem a laggard 
In honour^s cause, and at his coiuitry'^s call i 

HELEN. 

No! I would have thee ever foremost^— ever 

Hear thy name hailed -yet wherefore speak I thus. 

When my heart quails ev^n at the sound and sight 



• >.l . ■ »■/ 



'^ Tfite »©»0, ACTir. 

Of these dread preparataons ? Oh ! my husband> 
That plumed hehn, which well beseems thy brow ; 
That mailed vesture, mantling o'er thy breast, 
Thy Helen'^s happest refuge, — they are hateful 
Unto the eye of tenderness ! My husband, 
For^ve me that I bang about thee thus — ' ^ 

Forgive me, Falken«ti^rn ; for never more 
May I entreat, or thou bestow for^veness. '^ ' 

FAtKSNSTIERN. 

Sweet Helen ! calm these fears. The enemy 
Preseilts no formidable show against us : 
If prosperous days await us, we shall need 
Small care and brief encounter to disperse 
Their petty forces. 

HBLEN. 

Oh ! not ihy-^tiot so. 
"^Twas but this morning we were pk'ophesying 
A long and bloody war. Thou hast but changed 
The tale to fit thy purpose. 

li'ALKENStlBRN. 

Rouse thy firmness : 
Embitter not the gloomy hour of parting 
By «uch anticipations. Trust me, love, 
I shall be with thee ere the golden autumn 
Shines on our vintage feast. 

xIEIjEi!n* 

Thou 'It write to me ? 

FALKENSTIEKN. 

Surely : — ^but, Helen, should the chance of war 
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Command .oaQTSiIenoe, tetmot appreheiiBions 
Perplex tbjyi g^ltk Gftindi 

ScHTtow and fear 
Heed no commiuid. -My: Falkenstieni ! I feet 
That for the last dear time I hold this hand 
Warm with the pulse of life ; or thou or I 
Shall be among the «lettt and the dead 
When peace returns ; therefore i f 



FALKEKSXtEAN; 



My beloved ! 



HELEN. 

If I have ever fioigerM thee — if eves 

A word — a look of mine hath wounded thee, 

Pardon me. 

FALKfiN<;TIERKt 

■ Be our tmkd fbrgivenesa nmtual. 
We part not here^ my Helen $ I have yet 
A final counsel^ and 'tis one of moBient) 
To breathe for thine obeo'vwoe. Summon hither 
The holy fatha-. 

HBI/EN. 

In the oratory 
He offers prayers for thee and for our country. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

*Tis well! we'll meet him there; my parting words 
Shall then await thee. [Leads her ouf. 
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ACT THE THIED. SCENE I. 

The Plains qfA't'vheim. FAUtCBWTiBRN U dMCffwred 
reading in his Teni ai midnight. 

FALKENStiSRN {thvows awoff his book)^ ., 
Away !— cold truths that stendy picture forth 
The mbd of man, 1^11 none <rfye: too much 
Such. subtleties have steeTd my breast of old. 
No ! let me feed my meditaboi^ here ! 

\He takes out a picture of {he Cowntess. 
These looks of love asd loveliness — m them 
I read the smiling tale of early years — 
In them, my scroll of destiny unfidds; 
And all the past, and all the future, form 
One mournful lesson for the present hoiu:. 
Oh I Helen — Helen — little dost thou deem 
On what a precipice of giuilt and grief 
We tread togetho* ! While I hnger^d near her, 
Striving to walk the path of earth like one 
Versed in its vulgar usances, nor knowing 
An interest beyond its daily lonns, 
How wearily the hours pall'^d on my mind ! 
But now— in absence — ^from the hour we parted 
My heart hath been with her ! The home I held 
With loathing and contempt hath now become 
Mine anxious care, the haven of my hope ! 
For when I tum'^d to gaze on it afar, 
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Sleeping amid its wooded screen, beneath 

The gray light of the early mom, I felt 

As though some dire mischance overhung its vraUs, 

Like a dark thunder-cloud. I feel — I feel 

That an impending stroke of fate forlnds 

That we should meet again. 

Yet have I gainM 
One step to peace by absence : the dark shade 
That haunts my steps hath here deserted me. 

[Meinharit mMefily stands beside him. 
Curse of my life ! what would'st thou ? 

MBINHAR0. 

Sweet discourse 
And gentle parley with my learned pupil, 
My treasured friend. 

FALKBNSTI£RN. 

Insulting fiend ! 

MEINHARD. 

Why thus — 
Thus ever runs the graceless speech of man ! 
Still have I served thee with my best intent, 
Forestall'^d thy wishes, saved thee with my presence 
From the cold blank of solitude, while thou 

FALKENSTIEBN. 

Would I had power to drive thee from my sight, 
And rescue my torn heart from the remembrance 
Of the dread past ! 

MEINHABD. 

Thou would'^st but wish me back. 
Thou art so courteous — so urbane — so nobh 
Beneficent to all mankind- 
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FALKENSTIERN. 

Be silent. 
And leave me to my thoughts. 

MEINHARD* 

* Good FalkenstievD^ 
Too well I know the value of my counsels 
To spare them thee in such an hour. To-morrow 
The toil of war commences. Dost thou hear v 

The armourer's clang overpowering the challenge ' 
And measured step of distant sentinels, 
Who watch, like me, to guard thee from surprise!^ 
Yetjha/r not, Falkenstiern ; in the dark hour, I 

When flashing steel and roaring fire pursue thee, 
Blench not. 

FALKENSTISRN. 

To me, infernal hound ! such caution ? ^ 
Who ever marked the eye of Falkenstiern 
Shrink in the hour of peril ? 

MEINHABD. 

Ay, of old 
Thou wert indifierent valiant, while the heat 
Of ardent youth, the calm of innocence. 
Nerved thy proud arm. Those days are over now. 
But though the stain of murder weigh like lead 
Upon thy heart — though Rothberg^s dying groans 
Pour in thine ears the note of trepidation, — 
Fear not, thou bear^st a charmed life — already 
The talisman secures success and safety. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Gkxl ! must this last poor triumph be denied me .^ 
Must the fond effort of my arm be checked 
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By this foul taunt ? 

Begone ! thou loathsome sooifieir! 
Thou hast awoke a spirit in my mind 
Which spurns thy fetters ! I will yet be free ! 
In Gdd^s own: iiame^^by His redeenung' power 
Who died upon the cross — Whence ttom my aght ! 
Pollute my heart no longer with thy presence : 
Thus do I cast thee off! 

[Thramnff away the talismm^ which he draws Jrwri 
his vest. 

Thus I fling from me 
The wages of my sin ! TUis be my trust. 

[Lays his Jumd on his sword, 

MEINHARD. 

Bravely thou mouth^st thine anger : I have yet 
A debt uiqiaid. The Bond — audacious fool ! 
The Bond shall aid the sweetness of revenge. 
Farewell I proud Falkenstiem ! we meet again. 

[Meinhard disappears. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

He^s gone, and I am free ! Oh, happy hour ! 

I feel as if my tide of fate had tum^'d 

From its dark stormy wretchedness, to all 

Its sunny hopes of youth, as spring bursts forth 

Glowing and beauteous from the gloomy breast 

Of winter ! I am free— free as the winds — 

Free as the eagle, which overlooking all 

The clamours of the world, soars on direct 

To the bright source of glory. Still this arm 

May win from Fame—— [Starting and shtiddering. 
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« 

Oh, righteous Heaven i in vain, 
In vain have I unmanacled my soul ! 
The withering sneer with which he parted hence — 
His vows of vengeance unfulfilPd — I read, 
I read his fatal purpose. In his grasp 
I see my struggling child — ^my wife :— great God, 
Protect their innocence — ^protect my home ! 
Alas ! my boy-^my murdered boy ! 

[HeJaUs senseless^ and the scene closes^ 



SCENE II. 

A Village on ikeJronUer of the Palatinate; a triumphal 
Arch is erected; Garhmds are himgat the Doors^ amd 
Peasants wre waitmg with Ba^skets of Flowers to 
scatter at the Feet of FaiUcenstiemj who is expected to 
pass on his return ai the head of his victorious Army. 

CHORUS OF PEASANTS. 

Cheerily, cheerily lead the song. 

They come in triumph, in peace they come ; 
Strew the green laurel their path along. 

And welcome your valiant defenders home. 
Hurra! for the Rhine chief, whose gallant sword 

Still waved them on o^er the field of blood ; 
Through terror and time, let his name be the word 

To hallow the brave, and to honour the good. 
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Hurra! for the victors who rescued our land 

From the braggart invader now cold in the grave ; 
Hurra ! for the chief, at whose noble command 

They were first to subdue, and yet foremost to save. 
We have tears for the slain, but they fall not to-day ; 

Let us hush the cold sigh, and our sorrow restrain, 
While we welcome the braye and strew flowers in their 
way 

Who restore us to peace and contentment again. ,i 

FEMALE PEASANT. 

Fritz ! are they near ? 

FRITZ. 

Seest thou the rising dust 
That darkens yonder copse ? 

SECOND PEASANT. 

Hark 1 how the wind 
At intervals brings sounds of music, softened 
By dbtance ; louder now — ^how cheeringly 
It sounds. [Martial muric heard at a distance. 

FRITZ. 

Ay, as we hear it — mingled 
With shouts of joyous triumph. Didst thou know 
Its piercing harshness on the battle-field, 
Thou^dst think it less enlivening. 

FEMALE PEASANT. 

Falkenstiem 

Holds it, I guess 

[A body of the Civil Gtiards of the Elector PiUatine 
enter. 

But who are these ? 

r2 
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OFFICER OF THE GUARD. , /, 

Grood friiQnds { 
Ye are assembled here to greet the entrance 
Of the victorious army ? ^ 

PEASANT. J 

Yes ; to welcome 
Our noble general, and his gallant train. 

OFFICER. . , 

In Which, no doubt, many among ye count 
SoYis — husbands — brothers ? 

PEASANT. 

Why, our loyal village 
Hath lent its contribution. Those who trust 
To find such dear ones living ^mid the ranks 
Of our brave army, have b^n off since day, 
To meet them sooner. [Music sauncU agcAii, 

FEMAtE PEASANT. 

Hark ! they come — they come ! 

OFFICER. 

My friends, no mirth — ^no muac — no acdaim 
Of love and gratitude must greet the Count : 
Disperse your merry bands, tear down your garlands. 

PEASANT. 

How ! rend away the emblems of our joy 
At the success of our loved countrymen P 
Good masters, get ye gohe«— what would ye here — 
Who, strangers as ye are, presume to dictate 
To those who litde need your presence ? Off! 
Or we may 

OFFICER. 

Peace ! in the Elector's name : 
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W^ bear his warrant of arrest, to stop 
Couht 'FAlketistiern upon the frontier. 

FEMALE PEASANT, 

What— 
Arrest our general ! How — on what suspicion ? 

OFFICER. 

The very foulest that could stain the name 
Of man ! The murder of his wife and child ! 

PEASANT. 

Out, slanderer! 

SECOND PEASANT. 

'Tis the sorry jest of one 
Who seeks to mar our preparations. 

OFFICER. 

No! 
'Tis a most fatal truth. 

PEASANT. 

Take heed, base liar ! 
Lest for your calumny ye find yourselves 
Acquainted with the waters of our lake. 
We need but little urging to the labour 
Of sending ye— [Officer produces a parchment 

OFFICER, 

Look on our warrant. 

PEASANT. 

Lo ! 
It bears the Elector^s signature and seal. 

SECOND PEASANT. 

Of murder P ^tis impossible ! So good, 
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So brave a man. ^Music and a peal qfbelis heard^ 

Hark ! they are near. Too late 
Thy mandate came to check our merriment. 

Enter Falkenstiern through the Archway^JtMcywed by 
a brilliant retinue^ giuirdSy SfC, 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Thanks, my kind countrymen, thanks — thanks to all : 

So warm a greeting, such heart-cheering welcome 

Unto our fatherland, effaces all 

Remembrance of our labours in its cause. 

A cup of wine, I pray ye, gentle friends, 

That I may drink prosperity and peace 

Unto your village. 

OFFICER. 

General f 'tis with feelings ' 
Of deepest sorrow • 

FEMALE PEASANT. 

Heed him not, my lord ; 
He comes, with yonder ruffian band, to mar 
Our promised day of joy with lying tales, 
And slanderous mention of thy noble name. 

OFFICER. 

Albert, Count Falkenstiem ; I here arrest you 
Upon the Elector's mandate, on suspicion 
Of murder. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

This is ill-timed mummery. 
Murder— of whom 't 
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ONE OF FALKENSTIERN's SUITE. 

Command us, sir, to seize 
This insolent, and his unmanner*d crew ! 

OFFICER, 

Be pleased to look upon our warrant : there 
Our exculpation stands. 

[Gives the scroll to Falkenstibrn, who looks over 
it with astomshment cmd horror. 

FALKEKSTIERN. 

'Tis even so ! 
Ha ! do mine eyes deceive me ? of my wife — 
My child 1 Am I indeed bereaved 
Of all, at one dark blow ! Accursed fiend ! 
This is the fatal measure of thy vengeance. 

[Throws himself on the ground. 
Down, Falkenstiern, ^own to the earth, as low 

A^ sorrow and repentance Oh ! my wife — 

My gentle, unoffending Helen ! thou — 
Art thou become my victim ! 

PEASANT. 

Let us home : 
This is an awful sight — we but augment 
His grief by observation. [Exeunt Villagers. 

OFFICER (approachvng Falkenstiern). 

Noble Count ; 
We must reluctantly demand the weapon 
Which 

one OF THE count's FOLLOWERS. 

No ! by Heaven you shall not \ Never 
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Shall the base hand of such a islave as tkott 
Receive the sword: of Falkoistiem^ ■ ■' i 

FALKENSTIERN (fisinff with dignify). 

Good Lahnstdn ! 
Bend to the law of Fate as I do. . . h 

[ UnbtuMing and deUvering his sward, 

There! 
Take thou my sword : — thus I surrender it • : • " » 
Unto the Prince, in whose just cause its worth 
Hath been too often tried. 

[Murmurs ctmong ih6 soldiers. 
Silence, my friends J 
None who love FaUi^^stiern will dare obstruct ; < < 
The special cause <^ justice. - • . ^ 

OFFICBR. 

To Count Lohaetdii' ' ' 
You are required to delegate your chai^ - i / 

As leader of the army, which will follow ^ 

Its primal destination. You, Sir Count, 
Must with us to the place of trial. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Whither ? 

OFFICER. 

To Marensbourg — a prisoner of state 
Within the guard of Hesse's noble Landgrave, 
Till the convoked Electors shall assemble 
To sit in judgment on thee. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Mine accuser 
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Should be some^ person well accredited, > '' > < <^ 
That they proceed against a loyal sUbjeot* ' 
With measures i^ severe and summary. 

' h^ ^- .' i ,^ OFFICER. 

His name is yet unknown. 

'.,«o.. SECOND OFFICER. 

Sir, we delay 
Too long our journey. 

FALKBNSTIERN. 

On — to my dungeon. • 

* . [Loud murmurs and groans among the soldiery. 

Friends ! 

> 

Comrades ! fellow countrymen ! rebel not ' ' • < 

Against your laws — ^your prince. I must awhile 

Besign a charge most precious to my heart. 

And bear mine ignominious shame as firmly 

As I have borne the Audi of conquest. Time ^ 

Will rescue me from this most foul suspicion : 

Meantime think of me as a sorrowing friend. 

And let obedience to your general. 

My friend in arms and comrade, noble Lahnstein, 

Be my best pledge of safety. Fare ye well ! 

And as ye love me, go in peace and quiet; 

Nor by mis-timed resistance aggravate - ■ 

My present sorrow ! 

{Turning to the Officers) Now — for Marensbourg. 

[Scene closes with a slow march. 
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SCENE III. 

The Castle qf Marensbourg. 

An Apartment with strongly graied Windows. Falken- 
STIERN in Fetters stands watching the setting Sun. 

FALKENdTIERN. 

The day is done : the yellow evening light 
Steals soft and gracious e^en o^er these cold walls. 
Oh ! could I see it once again illuming 
My home, as oft of old, when she— the loved — 
The lost one — sat beside me,t)verlooking 
Yon mighty stream, with looks of gentleness, 
Like a fair lily bending on its stem* 
The earth is o'er that cheek — the dew of death 
Hangs on that brow, so warm with life and love 
When last it lay upon my bosom. Helen ! 
Where art thou now ? Oh ! Helen, could I gaze 
Once more upon thy beaming countenance- 
Hold thee again unto mine aching bosom — 
Hear thy fwnt voice — the music ever dearest 
Unto mine ear — I could endure to stand 
Against Affliction's tide. Mine own beloved ! 
Had I been near to soothe thy dying hour — 
To soothe Great Heaven ! she died abhorring me ! 



V 
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A symphamy is heard, and a magic show is seen in the 
back-'gromid of a garden adorned with the fmrest 
fruit amd jUmers^ with groups qfjemale figures re- 
posmg by the side ofjxmntains. Meinhard, disguised 
as an Egyptian sorcerer ^ points towards them, while 
theJoBowing Chorus is heard. 

Think not of the silent tone, 

Think not of the withered brow 
Of the lost and lovely one — 

Other charms await thee now. 
Other cheeks more soft and pure, 

Other smiles more fond and fair, 
Wait thy wishes to allure 

'Mid the Daughters of the Air ! 

FALKENSTIERN* 

Away, false vision ! hence fantastic fools ! 

Think ye the bloom of youthful loveliness. 

Though brighter in its hues than Heaven^s own arch ; 

Think ye the graceful form, the practised step 

Of wantonness, hath power upon a heart 

Which once hath proved the warmth of pure affection ? 

Hence ! with your vain allurements 

MEINHARD. 



Yon glowing bowers- 



Gaze agmn ! 



FALKENSTIERN. 

I will not. There is none. 
Not one of beauty's daughters, but would seem 
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An Ethiop to mine eye, while I retain 
Remembrance of my Helen ! Sweet remembrance! 
That like a saintly image haunts my breast. 
Hallowing the temple with its holiness. -^ '> - 

Ttie show cha/fiffes to a tangled wood, A dashiing of 
cymbals is heard^ mingied with shouts of laughter. 
A crowd of Bacchants enter pleading aramwreathe4 
with flowers. They sprinkle the earth with Ubations. 



CHORUS. 

Four the wine-cup fresh and high. 

Gird it with a rosy wreath; 
Mirth and frolic cradled lie 

Its ruby waves beneath. 
Soft oblivion lurketh there, 

Joyous dreams, and sweet repose ; 
Fain and sorrow, fdar and care, 

Vanish as it flows. 



i 
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MEINHARD; ' 

Wilt thou exchange thy prison'*s dreary space, 
Thy meagre fare, and doubtful destiny. 
For joys like these ? 

FALKENSTIEBN. 

Leave me in peace — I shun 
Companionship with thee and thine* A heart 
Tortured with sorrow seeks not consolation 
In the mere joys of sense* 
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TThe scene changes^* to a lonely valley ,' bright with sun, 
shine.: ^ ^A'iffwer is seen gliding through its rocky 
banks, and €U herd of antelopes is grazmg in its 
pa^tu/res. 

MEINHARD. 

. >YitMi^6hadowy bower, yon silent stream 
. GMing lik« some mysterious dream ; 
. ' Yon valley, where the insect's wing 
' O^er herb and floweret wandering, 
Disturbs alone its breathless peace. 
Might bid thy vain repinings cease ! 
Would'st thou be free, to tread once more, 
Through thidcet, vale, and winding shore P 

FALKBNSTIERK. 

Ill dost thou read the human mind, to deem 
That solitude could soothe a wretch like me I 
There — in the lonely, hush of Nature*s rest, 
Reflected Ifrom the pwrity a]:t>UBd, 
I should behold my crimes ^ass'd hke a mirror. 
^Tis from myself 1 ask deliverance now : 
If thou hast mercy, hidie me in the crowd 
Unseen, unknown. 

Scene changes to the square of a magnificent city, adorned 
with lofty palacesy domes, and towers, seen by moon* 
light. 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

We will bear thee far away 

To a land of loveliness ; 
Distant kingdoms, fair and gay, 

Yet thy rescued fate may Uess. 
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There are cities where thy race 
May be run, unharmed and free ; 
, In high degree, and pride of place, 
Beyond thy former destiny ! 

MEINHARD. 

Bestow the pledge I ask, and thou art safe 
Beyond all human power. 

FALK£NSTI£RN. 

No ! I will seek 
No aid but Patience and Humility 
Against my doom. I know thee now, dark fiend i 
By thy false show of truth and candour. God ! 
In thy great mercy strike this wretch to dust. 
And vindicate the justice of thy cause. 

The magic show changes to the Oratory in the Castle qf 
Falkenstiem. Helen, with her child in her arms, 
beckons hvm towards her, FaOcenstiem rushes wUdJy 
to clasp her in his arms ; and the show vanishes amid 
yeUs and shouts of fiendish Umgjhter, 

I Scene closes. 
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SCENE IV, 

The Trial of FdOcenstiem. 

The Konigsastuhl.^ The Jour Electors of the Rhine are 
seated injronty a space being Ufi opposite Jbr the 
Prisoner. The Nobles of the Palatinate occupy the 
back-ground. 

Officers with wands, Heralds, Secretary, ^c. ^c. 

ELECTOR PALATINE. 

Is all the Court assembled f 

OFFICER OF THE COURT. 

All : — ^the prisoner 
Waits in the hall of audience. 

ELECTOR PALATINE. 

Summon him. 

[Voices are heard without, crying^ ** Room Jbr the 
prisoner, room Jbr Cownt FaOcenstiem,** He enters, 
guarded, dad in deep mourning, and standsjronting 
the Judges, his looks Jixed on the grownd. 

ELECTOR PALATINE. 

Count Falkenstiem ! lift up thine eyes. Behold 

In these, the assembled magnates of the land, 

At once thy peers and judges : it is fitting 

That thou should^st know them, here convoked by virtue 
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Of an especial mandate from His Holiness. 

The charge— which aims at no less than thy life — 

Itself of nature in these latter days 

Most happily a marvel. Thy great name 

And station in this land, demand a trial 

As strictly true unto the ends of justice 

A& might await the meanest churl accused 

Of deeds so lawless. By my noble brethren 

I am deputed with authority 

To set forth the brief seeming of this matter : — 

Sir Count I the charge on which thou art arraignM, 
On accusation of a holy father. 
Noted among us for his piety 
And gentle execution of all duties ' 

Pertaining to a Christian priest— is this : 
That thou didst cause, by certain incantations, 
Certain unlawful dealings and enchantments, 
Whereof the form and nature rests a mystery. 
The murder of thy wife and child ! — a deed 
Not only talking the most awful rigour 
Of civil law, but by its aggravation 
In the manner of the act, craving the judgment 
Of sovereign Rome itself. 

Count Falkenstiem ! 
There are those here amongst us bound to thee 
By ties of kindred— others who have dwelt 
With thee through years of fellowship and love ; 
And many more, from whom thy recent service 
Done in the public cause, hath won respect,. 
Effacing the wild courses of thy youth. 
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For me, beneath whose rule thy span of life 
Hath worn away, I have still looked on thee 
As a young brother of my house, and held 
Thine honour precious as mine own. E'en now 
I gaze upon thee as thou stand'st before me. 
Where I had fondly hapei to taider thee 
A grateful nation^s thanks, till in my bosom 
The holy character of thine accuser - 
Scarce weighs a feather in the scale against thee. 
Yet are we bound impartially to listen 
Ere we distribute our award. Come forth ! . . 

Come forth, oh ! holy father, and relate 
The grounds of this proceeding 
[Father Michael comesjbrwardy and sUmd$ opfmke 
to Falkenstiern, who on perceiving him shudierB^ 
mid averts his head, 

FATHER MICHAEL. 

Noble lords ! 
Full well I feel that in a graceless light 
I stand as the accuser of this man, 
Rich as he is in the regards of those 
Assembled here to judge between us. Heaven — 
Heaven who sees all — alone can tell how tiruly 
My heart hath mourned o^er his iniquities, 
Nch: ever cherish'd one malicious thought 
^Gainst him or his. But it is written there. 
Where human laws must pay their first obedience, 
That^ whoso worshippeth the Powers of Darkness 
Shall be exterminated utterly : 
Therefore, I dare not bury in my bosom 

o 
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The evil which I know*— the more than evil 

Which I suspect of yonder Falkenstiem. 

Sirs ! — It is known to many that I held 

Appointment in the household of Count Rothberg. 

He died ! and of the manner of his death 

Ye have heard rumours, which my recent knowledge 

Leads me to hold most false and slanderous. 

Upon this dread event, the Lady Helen, 

The ward of the deceased, the affianced wife 

Of Falkenstiem, and from her infancy 

My cherished pupil, claim'd me for her service ; 

And like a friend and father in the Lord 

I sojourned in her dweUing. Falkenstiem, 

From his first marriage hour, with cold disdain, 

With starts of pride and petty insults, strove 

To fright me from my task, and in my absence 

Estrange the mind of his unhappy lady 

From Christian tenets and observances. 

My faith, my duty to the God I serve. 

Taught me humility to brook injustice ; 

Therefore with prayers and patient love I met 

His hatred and contempt, nor once refrained 

From my appointed duties. 'Twas his wont 

To signify the loathing which he bore me 

By interchange of taunts and scurril jests 

Against the doctrines of the Christian church 

With the companion of his looser hours — 

One Meinhard — who by flight alone hath ^scaped 

Participation in this trial. 

[Falkenstiern exhibits tokens of deep suffering'. 
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In time 
A son was born to Falkenstiern. I sought, 
E'^en from the moment of his birth, permission, 
By ministration of baptismal rites, 
To wash away the innate stains that soil 
A frail inheritor of sin. In vain 
The gentle mother join'd my prayers with all 
The soft persuasion of the sweetest nature 
That ever triumphed o^er the bonds of Satan. 
Our zeal was termed officious by the Count, 
Who bade me, as I valued life and peace, 
Desist from my entreaty ; and by Meinhard 
The holy Sacrament, whose glorious aid 
Opes the bright gates of life eternal, met 
With terms of blasphemous derision which 
Would soil my lips i' the record. 

Years passed on — 
And the young boy, whose brow was doom'd to bear 
The honours of the house of Falkenstiern, 
RemainM an alien from that nobler House 
Whose heritage is open unto all. 
At length the war-cry rose, and Falkenstiern 
Rtiised the proud banner of his sires amid 
The chieftains of the land : within his castle 
Women and aged men alone remain'd. 
What was his parting benediction to 
The wife and child he loved ? ^^ Beware,^ he said, 
" Beware, lest weak credulity should lead thee 
To bring our boy to the baptismal font : 

q2 
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So surely as thou seek'^st to celebrate 

That rite, his life and thine are forfeited,^ 

I heard his valediction, and resolved 

To win her from obedience to commands 

So deadly to salvation. 'Twas a fault, 

Perchance, to urge the passions of a wife 

Against an absent husband— but 'twas one 

Of erring zeal. I soon concerted measures. 

Aided by pious brethren of my order, 

In secrecy and silence of the night, 

To minister within a vaulted chapel. 

Framed in some hour of peril ^neath the castle, / 

The sacrament of baptism. We met I 

Look to the Count, my lords ! Mark how he bears 
The mere recital of what foUow'd. 

FALKENSTiERN (approoching Mm), 

Father ! 
Delay not — pause not — tell me how they died ! 

FATHER MICHAEL. 

There, as we knelt before the altar, rose 

A lurid flame from out the earth, with sounds 

Of horrid and unearthly dissonance. 

Meinhard, amid the clamour, stood amongst us ! 

'Twere vain my trembling lips should strive to paint 

The countenance he wore, when, in defiance 

Of his dark presence, boldly I renewed 

The ceremony of grace. He laid his hand 

Upon the hapless child, and sudden darkness 

Spread through the torch-lit vault ! When we renew'd 
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The failing light, Meinhard had vanished. Death 
Had smote the babe, who lay a shapeless mass 
Of foul corruption in its mother's arms. 
From whose scared mind each better sense had fled. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

But thou didst comfort her — with gentleness 
Soothing her in her sorrow ? Holy father ! 
Say — did she struggle with the heavy load 
Of her af9iction ? 

FATHER MICHAEL. 

On the fatal night 
Of that dark day she died ! And ere her soul 
Fled to the judgment-seat of its Creator, 
A moment of returning sanity 
Enabled' her to send one sad farewell 
Unto the absent Falkenstiem. _ 

[Turning to the Count, who Ustens with breathless 
emotion. 

My lord ! 
With the bold truth of one who knows no guile, 
I now deliver thee her dying words : 
" Tell my unhappy husband, that the woman 
He sacrificed, in death forgave the deed ! 
And bade him, if he ever held her dear, 
Desist from practice of those lawless arts 
Forbidden by the word of God — through which 
His noble hand hath been betrayed to sin, 
E'en in the murder of his wife and child." 

[Falkenstiern throws him on a bench, exhau^sted. 
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My gracious lords ! who have unwillingly 
Lent audience to my tale, pray ye acquit me 
Of groundless and malicious calumny : 
To evidence my truth, my holy brethren, 
And the attendants of the Countess Helen, 
Await your future pleasure. 

THE ELECTOR OF COLOGNE. 

Father Michael ! 
Heaven grant that one of thy great sanctity 
Be not in this accusal urged beyond 
A fitting zeal. Say ! on what grounds, beyond 
The dreams of a bewilder'^d woman, rest& 
Thy knowledge of Count Falkenstiem*s consent 
And pre-admission in the dreadful deed ? 
Can any witness yield us evidence 
Of bond or compact ^twixt the prisoner 
And the open murderer ? 

FATHER MICHAEL. ^ 

Your Highness knows 
That dark confederates in a deed of blood 
Bare not their plots unto the eye of day. 
Meinhard was still the friend and chosen inmate 
Of Falkenstiem ; yet doth the Count deny 
All knowledge of his dwelling — station — name — 
Which might enable us to touch the culprit 
With the strong arm of Justice. 

ELECTOR PALATINE. 

'Tis enough ! 
Count Falkenstiern, we look with earnest trust 
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Unto thy refutation of this charge. 
Stand forth : and God accord thee grace to clear 
(T' Thy noble name from these foul imputations ! 

[Falkenstiern rises and comes forward: at first 
with a/n air of deep dejection and indifference ; but 
in the cdurse of his defence he resumes an appear^ 
ance of his former pride and energy. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

There was a time, my lords ! when he who stands 

Before ye, like the meanest criminal, 

To plead for life and death, had scornM defence 

Beyond the brief denial of an act 

Abhorrent to his nature : for methinks 

A Falkenstiern who boldly cries, " Not guilty !" 

Hath some poor claim to credence in this land. 

But now — though guiltless of this great offence — 

Guiltless of any wilful injury 

Against a child, a wife I loved so well, 

Yet can I not confront this proud assembly 

With the clear open brow of innocence ; 

Nor freely claim that quittance at your hands^ 

Which I must win by patiently unfolding 

The tale of mine affliction. Good my lords — 

(For there are some among ye whom I know — 

I feel — must look with most indignant scorn 

On mine accuser), let me first proclaim, 

That from my very soul I pardon all 

Yon Friar's suspicions. He had cause of doubt. 

Which render^ fitting to the eye of faith 

This public question of the fact. 
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My lords ! 
I stand accused of murder ! — ^tis a word 
Whose very utterance appals my heart : 
And for the deed — the hellish act itself — 
May the great God who hears me pour upon me 
Before your eyes his heaviest bolts of wrath. 
If I would not redeem with my own life 
The lives I am accused of having ta'en ! 
Each sin of human growth may be retraced 
To some dire motive. A mere love of bloodshed 
Aims not the dagger'^s point, nor drugs the chalice 
Of the commonest bravo. Hatred — or Revenge — 
Or Fear— -or sordid lust of gain, su£Sce 
To urge the assassin^s work of slaughter. Say— 
Which of all these could instigate the crime 
With which ye would infect my life ? The lady 
Whose timeless death hath roused such dark suspicion, 
Was known among ye for her gracious ^ts. 
When last I stood, among ye, ^twas the day 
That our great Emperor, whou) may God preserve ! 
Received his crown from the Electoral Powers : 
Amid his noble train, in pride of place 
Fitting our ancient name, I led my Helen, 
The fairest of your highborn dames, who gazed 
In envy of her beauty. Like a star 
She rose amid surrounding clouds ! 

What triumph 
Beat in my bounding heart to hear the praise. 
The whisper'd love, the fervent blessings lavishM 
Upon her as she pass'd ! There was not one — 
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Not one among the throngs that day assembled, 

But would have forfeited fame — fortune — life — 

To hold her to his heart in wedded faith ; 

And I — and I, who loved her — I, whose truth 

Had been from childhood pledged her own; who saw her 

Not only thus amid the pageanf s pomp 

Holding her jewellM state with fitting pride, 

But in the fond recesses of a home 

Dear as the Eden of a sinless world. 

Pressing her child — my child — unto a bosom 

Whose love was only ours — / to betray her 

Unto the murderer^s grasp ! — Oh ! gracious God ! 

Is it in man to have the heart to do it ? 

And for my boy — the first-bom of my love, — 

Meet bud of such a flower ! — the future heir 

Of a long line of spotless ancestry, 

Whose name must now lie perished in my grave, 

Why should I seek his murder ? I appeal 

Against such accusation to the heart 

Of every father here ! ^ 

\Mv/rmurs of apprcbation cmd encoura^gement are 
heard throvgh the ass&mbly^ 

THE ELECTOR PALATINE. 

^ Peace in the court ! 

Count Falkenstiern, from these unseemly murmurs 
-It grieves me to entreat thou augur not 
Too surely of acquittal. Thou hast yet 
Simply denied the act :— now to the point. 
Whence sprang the dying counsels of thy wife ? 
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Whence sprang thy parting admonitions ? Whence 
Thy fellowship with that dark man of sin, 
Whose absence leaves thee to atone for both ? 
Thou pausest. Sir ! take heed : on thy reply 
Hang life and death. 

FALKE>^STI£RN. 

If the unmeasured ravings 
Of one distraught avail as testimony, 
Justice is throned upon a tottering base. 
For my communion with that loathed being 
Whose flight redeems him from the bonds of Justice, 
That man — whose very name sends through my heart 
A thrill more icy than the bolt of Death — 
In that I do avow my crime — in that 
I merit all the awful chastisements 
In peril of whose pains I stand — in that 
My ^n and misery are blent in one ! 
For through his damning influence have I heaped 
The burning flames of endless pumshment 

Upon 

THE ELECTOR OF COLOGNE {interposing). 
Sir Falkenstiem J you are not called 
To criminate yourself by a confession 
Of wrongs that stand not in your accusation. 

FALKENSTIERN. 

Your caution is humane, I speak of this, 
But that ye all may know I should disdain 
To plead for such a toy as life — a gift 
Ever of doubtful worth ; and to a man 
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Branded with public shame — domestic grief— 

And the deep anguish of a heart bereft 

Of ail — alas ! of all — a very curse ! 

But that to one seared with the burning trace 

Of guilt, Eternity hath deeper shades 

Than Time, however gloomy, can unfold. 

Yea ! I do ask my life ! do humbly crave 

For mercy, if ye still deny me justice ! 

If any act, my forefathers^ or mine. 

Gracing the name of Falkenstiem, hath claim 

Upon my country^s gratitude, on that 

I rest for mitigation of your sentence. 

If ye suspect my pleading urged by dread 

Of pain — by any recreant fear — ^in pity 

Try me with tortures — bind me to the wheel— 

Or bare me to incision of your weapons 

To the very verge of life — I shall not shrink ; 

But while my quivering' flesh writhes 'neath the steel, 

Mark how I '11 smile in mute contempt. 

But death ! 
But death ! My lords ! I sue for banishment. 
That I have intercommuned with a man 
Leagued with the powers of darkness, shows presumption 
Beyond the nature of a child of clay ; 
But were we now placed front to front, my hand 
Should fell the murderer to the earth, who stole, 
Like a foul kite, to my defenceless nest. 
And at one swoop, in his remorseless talons 
Bore every blessing of my life away! 
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Is it my crime that I was far away, 

Serving your bidding with my heart's best blood ? 

If ye can prove by living witnesses 

My dark participation or fore-knowledge 

Of this accursed deed, then pour on me 

Your execrations and most bitter sentence : 

If not -again I sue for banishment. 

Oh ! what have I to do among ye more ? 

My home is desert : — all hath pass'd away 

Which bound me to the loved domestic hearth. 

Now cold and desolate ! 

I see among ye 

The noble knight of Oppenheim, to whom 

The law bequeaths in heirship my possessions. 

Here do I willingly surrender all ; 

1 would be poor in fortunes as in peace. 

My lords ! I wait your sentence ! 

[Falkenstiern returns to his seat. The Electors 
retire to the back^ground, while cm urn is carried 
round to receive the votes^ and is afterwards placed 
in the hands of the Elector FALAXinfEfWfio dictates 
to the secretary in dumb show. While he is wriiinff^ 
thefoUowvng Chorum is faintly heard Jromi beUm. 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

" Falkenstiern ! thine hour is come — 

The scaffold waits — the axe is bright : 
On — to thine infernal home ; 
On — to realms of endless night ! 
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Lo ! thy master waits thy doom- 
Yelling fiends thy path prepare 

Through eternity of gloom. 

Falkenstiern ! despair — despair ! 

** Would^st thou yet thy life prolong ? 

Would'^st thou ^scape this bitter hour ? 
Join thee in our magic song. 

Bow thee to our master^s power ! 
Yet, oh 1 yet delay not : — speak 

One little word, and thou art free ! 
We will bear thee hence to wreak 

Vengeance on thine enemy ! 

" Silent still ? — Seest thou the crowd 

Spuming thy cold and mangled form ? 
No peaceful pall thy limbs must shrowd, 

To veil the triumph of the worm : 
Bared to the shrieking bird of prey — 

Bared to the rabble^s mockery — 
The deathsman shall that form display 

Upon the loathsome gallows tree ! 

" Silent still ?— bethink thee well— 

Thine hours to final judgment roll ; 
Think of the unfathom'd gulf of Hell 

Which yawns to seize thy forfeit soul. 
Silent still ?— one moment more. 

And thou art lost eternally : — 
'Tis done — 'tis done ! — our task is o^er — 

Falkenstiern ! despair, and die !^ 
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[The Electors resume their seats, except the Elector 
Palatine. 

ELECTOB palatine. 

Albert of Falkenstiem ! rise, and receive 
The sentence of. the Court. 

Thou art convicted, 
Upon thine own confession, of experience 
In arts forbidden by the sacred law 
Through which we seek redemption. 

We have found 
No evidence to prove thee surely guilty 
Of the imputed crime of murder ; therefore 
Thy country here acquits thee, by my voice, 
Of the dark stain of blood, which would demand 
Blood for its expiation. Take thy sword ! 
It is the sole possesion which the Court 
Hereafter leaves thee : — to the state thy lands 
And heritage are forfeited. Go forth 
To banishment ! nor upon pain of death 
Henceforth be seen within the empire^s bounds. 

[Falkenstiern kneels, a/nd receives his sword from 
the Elector Palatine. 

falkenstiern. 
^Tis done ! and I am now a lonely blot 
Upon the face of nature ! — doomed to bear 
My sorrow in some distant clime, where never 
The voice of mine own country shall renew 
This degradation. O^er the desert earth 
I am a lost and charter^ wanderer ! 
And like a solitary vessel, braving 
Upon the ocean's dread immensity 
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Tempest and thunder-cloud, my lonely heart 
Must wrestle with the storms of fate. The world 
Is all before me : with this sword and Hope — 
Hope ! whose bright arch of promise still o'erhangs 
The clouds of Memory, I will oppose 
The ills of life — ^the wrath of Destiny ! 



END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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NOTES. 



Thb first hint of the preceding poem was derived from 
Goethe's Faust 5 * and I am unfortunate in bringing it for* 
ward at a period when the recent publication of Lord 
Francis Leveson Gower's spirited translation of that elo- 
quent composition will cause the feebleness of my imitation 
to be generally felt. 

Note 1 , page 30^ line 8. 

Helen at length wUl gird the bride^krantx on. 

'' Nie wird der Prant-krantz deine Locke zieren." 

Schiller, 

This Germanism is used in Hamlet : 

f 

" She is allow*d her virgin crantz.'* 

Note i, page 79, line 3* 

The KonigsstuhL 

" A quatre cents pas au dessous de la ville de Rhense^ 
etoit le venerable koenigsstuhl (tr6ne du roi). C'etoit dans 
les anciens tems le lieu de Tassembl^e des Electeurs du 
Rhin pour deliberer sur les affaires d*6tat> y conclure la 
paix publique^ y elire et d^poser les Empereurs. Ce lieu 
fut choisi pour les sessions^ comme point de reunion des 
frontieres des quatre Electeurs du Rhin. 
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" Rhense 6toit oblige k Tentretien de ce monament en 
consequence de certains privileges.*'— ^ScArWfer. 
" L'Empereur Winceslas y fut depos^ en 14(K).*' 

Eeichardi 

Note 3, page 81, line 28. 

Tliat tokoso toorshippeth. 

*' A man also or woman that hath a familiar spirit, or 
that is a wizard, shall surely be put to death 5 they shall 
stone them with stones 3 thdr blood shall be upon them.*' 

LevUicus, chap. xx. verse 27* 

Note A, page 89, line 20. 

/ appeal against such accusation. 

An imitation of the more forcible apostrophe of Maria 
Antoinette, when accused of having corrupted the morals 
of the Dauphin. 

'* J*en appelle a tontes les meres !*' 
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